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Preface 


#) 

T HE chief, and almost the only, public? 
Source of information about tl\p facts 
of Patmore’s life is the Memoir* and 
Correspondence , in tyro volumes, pub¬ 
lished by Mr. Basil Champneys in 1900. Mr. 
Champneys, whose work was performed with 
admirable judgfnent and sympathy, was sup¬ 
plied with all tlie necessary documents bj* t 
Mrs. Patmore, whose ‘^devoted foresight dur¬ 
ing her husband’s life,*and indefatigable indus¬ 
try then and later,” are cordially acknowledge^ 
by the biographer. Thi? large work was not 
a memoir of Coventry Patmcyi alone, but of 
his parents, his v$Ves, his deceased children, 
and manyrof his relatives. a As a collection of 
documents, extremely full*and authentic,* it 
can never be superseded. 

The present little volrfme i^ intended to 
supplement the official biography on the 
critical side. Mr. Champneys dealt with the 
records 06 Patmore’s life, and of his surround¬ 
ings. He had little space left in which $9 
cbnside* the^works, which, 'indeed, >could 
scarcely be analyled impartially in a family 
memoir. To the ^character and to tl‘ y writings 
of Coventor Patmore, with whom fbr many : 
year's I enjljyed the privilege of a,close friend- 




,pr ^ t, ' 

ship, I had long given careful attention; and 
-this book, although delayed in publication until 
ho^, represents impressions which its author 
formed during Patmore’s life or shortly after¬ 
wards. I have been glad to revise my record 
of facts by collation with Mr. Champheys\_ 
authoritative statements, but the opinions are 
my own and were defined long ago. In May 
18% Patmore proposed to appoint me his 
literary executor, and although he presently 
released me from a duty which appeared to 
me better fitted to a °member of his own 
communion, the idea that I might be called 
upon to give my impfessions of his work thus 
became familial *0,me. 

The .Editor of^this series ^Sas kindly allowed 
nfe to interpolate in this monograph certain 
obs’ervations and notes which I published, soon 
after Patmore^ .death, in the North American 
Review aryl in the Contemporary Review. These 
impressions were very carefully recorded while' 
they were quite fresh in # my memory, and I« 
could not have put them iilto another shape 
without impairing their fidelity. 

To Mrs. Meynell, who, durjjig the? latest 
years of his life, shared the •intellectual confi¬ 
dences of fatmore to a deepef degree than any 
other friefid, I owe my warmest thanks for the 
Communication of some invaluable documents 
July 'jyo^. E. G. 
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Chapter. I 

EARLY YEARS (1823-1846) 

C OVENTRY PATMORE was the 
grandson of a silversmith of Lud- 
gate Hill, whose son, Peter George 
Patmore (1786-1855), adopted the profession*, 
of letters, and was associated with Charles 
Lamb,Hazlitt, John Hamilton Reynolds and the 
minor writers of the so-called Cockney School* 
P. G. Patmore was a notorious r^jther than a 
distinguished auth*r, aiTd itff difficult .to re¬ 
concile the species of abhorrence with which 
most of his contemporaries Regarded him, with 
the bold and pious claims to our # respe£t which 
his son never ceased to puf .forward., It was a 
permanent annoyance to Coventry Patmore 
lhat his father was treated as a black sheep by 
his acquaintances, and he made many efforts to 
upset what he said was a malignant legenft 
This'was the morq honorable to his affection 
because the reputation of his fathex had in¬ 
flicted serious injury on himself as\ "youth. 
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Not only, when the poet was twenty-two, did 
Jhis father suddenly disappear to the Continent, 
leaving him without resources, but P. G. Pat¬ 
more’s ugly fame in respect to the Scott duel 
constantly rose before the younger man,as an 
obstacle to his progress. Robert Browning 
told me that when, in 1846, at the house of 
Barry Cornwall, he asked Thackeray to let him 
introduce the young Coventry Patmore to him, 
the novelist boisterously refused, adding, “ I 
won’t touch the hand 6f a son of that mur¬ 
derer ! ” That Thackeray, in his generous 
way, immediately repented, acknowledging 
that the son was, rtot responsible for the father, 
and that he hastened to help the former as “ a 
most deserving ancl clever young fellow who 
will be a genius some day,” does not detract 
from the impression which the original out¬ 
burst gives us oi P. G. Patmore’s being 
regarded as a* kind of social outlaw. 

He owed this unpleasant* position^ to pecu¬ 
liarities of temperament, which it is easier 
to-day to t feel than to define, bat mainly to his 
conduct in the too-famous duel in which John 
Scott, tl/e editor of the London Magazine , was 
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Patmore 


f Early Years (1823-18.46)''■ 

N » r _1_ 

fatally wounded by’Lockhart’s friefid Christie.^ 
■ Scott had pressed his quarrel, which was a litsr-' 
ary one, upon Christie, and on both sid,es the 
seconds seem to have been much more blood¬ 


thirsty than their principals. • Christie fired his 

first shot into the air, and Scott, it was thought, 

would have done the same if Patmore, who 

acted as Scott’s second, had not insisted, “ You 

- » 

must not speak, you h^ve nothing for it now** 
but firing.” Under his second’s pressure, 
therefore, Scott aimed at Christie, who in 

f* 

response shot him dead. This conduct on 
Patmore’s part was uijiyersYiy blamed, and 
Scott in dying seelhs to have corroborated the 
popular impression. The fullest, indeed thh 
only, coherent account of this unhappy affair is-' 
that which is given by Mr.,Lang in hfs ’Life of 
John Gibson Lockhart ; the exact circifmstances - 
being still obscure, so far at least ^s Patmore’s 
responsibility is concerned. But it has to be 
said that his whole attitude afterwards,—whicjj 
is* of jnofe real#importance to us in forming a 
judgment than hiS behaviour through a few 
heated minutes of ^crisis can be,—doelnot im¬ 


press us, as it certainly did not impress his 
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contemporaries, with a sens& of P. <S. Patmore’s 
Jiglicacy or gentlemanly feeling. His son, 
however, defended him through thick-and thin, 
and jvould not permit the least aspersion of his 
honour to pass unchallenged. It seems “pro¬ 
bable that it was in the capacity of father to his 
brilliant eldest boy that Peter George Patmore 
displayed the most attractive side of his char¬ 
acter. He was a sympathetic, proud and am¬ 
bitious parent, and an en<jourager of Coventry’s 
genius. In our present inquiry we may be 
content frankly to record so much. 

In 1822, the year after the duel, Peter George 
Patmore married! a Scotch Hdy, Elista Robert¬ 
son, and the firstSDfc their four children, Coven- 
try Kersey Pighton Patmore, was born at 
YVoodfOid, in Essex, on July 23, 1823. We 
may note, in 'passing, that the poet was of the 
generation uf George Eliot, Ruskin and Mat¬ 
thew Arnold, who were* slightly older, and of 
Woolner, Huxley and D. G. Rossetti, who 
were slightly younger than he. t The childhood 
of Coventry Patmore seems^to have been irre¬ 
gular am free ; he was subjected to none of the 
usual discipline of family life. His father was 
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abetted in Spoiling 1 him by the grandmother, 

> whom Coventry, in his large way, was wont ih’ 
after years to describe as “ one of the strongest- 
minded and most intellectual women ” li$ had 
ever met. She doted on her eldest grandson, 
and seems to have distinguished him from his 
brothers by lavishing upon him a peculiar fond¬ 
ness. He used to declare that the earliest sen¬ 
tence he spoke distinctly was “ Coventry is &• 
clever fellow,” repeated from his grandmother’s 
lips. From the first his own mother was es¬ 
tranged from him by this # extravagant partiality 
of his father and his grandmother. -Patmore said 
that his mother c«untedto1rtidthing in ljis earljP" 
training, except as a dark-figure which it w,?s 
always wise and generally easy to evade. 8hc_ 
was repellent in manner, and Mt, BasibCharr^j- 
neys records that she welcomed Coventry’s fifst 
wife without cordiality or tact. Ipatmore told 
me that when his earliest volume of poems 
was published his mother neither affected any 
mterestyin it nor would read a page of it^ Sfffc 
died in her son’s hbuse in 1851, the gfandmother 
following at the age of ninety-three^in 1853, 
and the father at the age of sixty-nine in 1855. 


*ln constant and successful revolt* against the 
;ernness of his mother, and encouraged by the 
afteries of his father and grandmother, Cov- 
ntry Patmore grew up a strange child, priggish, 
nthusiastic, eccentric. His marked intellec- 
,ual gifts gave him an easy predominance over 
lis younger brothers, who were treated as if be- 
oneing to a less privileged class. They were 
all lucky enough to spend a good deal of time 
in the country house # of their grand-uncle, 
Robert Stevens, in Eppihg Forest. It must 
now be noted that our information about Pat¬ 
more’s doingj for the next dozen years depends 
exclusively upotivhh. own rqcollectiogs. 

This memoir will be unsuccessful in giving a 
true picture of an extraordinary man if it does 
m«t cope tfdth t*he apparent inconsistencies of his 
temperament.. It i? best to say at once that 
though Coventry Patmore had a genuine pas¬ 
sion for truth, and was sincere and direct to an 
unusual and admirable degree, he had yet no 
historical instinct. His dates were always 
uncertain, and his record of.^incidents sefdom 
tallied with the humdrum procession of facts. 
'In the warm and misty atmosphere of his 
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imagination; things took an exaggerated shape 
and a distorted direction. His memory am* 
plified quantities before they could reach Ins 
lips in words, and he habitually talked id a sort 
# of guarded hyperbole. Doubtless this ten- ' 
dency to precise yet overstrained statement ' 
grew upon him in later years, but it was in 
these years that all his recollections of childhpod 
were written down or spoken. It ought not, 
to be difficult, with caution, to translate his 
anecdotes back out o^ Patmorese, but this has , 
not always been done. £or instance, when vfe 
are gravely told that Coventry and his brothers 
had an«“ amuse»ent,’' “wlfidK they imposed* 
upon themselves, which cpiwisted of tying e^ch 
other’s hands behind their* backs, closing their^ 
eyes and jumping into a quick-get hedge, wIdle 
“ he who bore the expedience * with the least , 
flinching was considered the victor,” our first 
impression is that the story of the Greek boy 
and the fox is at last outdoae, and our second 
’that the family must have habitually resembled 
a set of Heidelberg students frelh from the 
duello. But calmer thought reminds us that 
this is simply a specimen of Patmorese, thaf 
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£erhaps once some such contest was proposed, 
er even attempted, and that the idea firmly . 
Implanted itself in the poet’s mind. .One dash 
of brainble across the cheek would be enough 
on which to build this structure of Spartan 
discipline. 

Guarding ourselves, therefore, against our 
subject’s constitutional tendency to emphasis, 
we obtain from the various records of Pat¬ 
more’s childhood an ilnpression, not merely 
interesting in itself, but* consistent with the 
later history of the # man. He displayed at 
a very early # age some of the leading charac¬ 
teristics of his •fcuffitryearSu an indomitable 
doggedness of will* a % passion for books, a ten¬ 
dency to mystical cdh temptation. He quaintly 
st*tfes, in,Jiis fragment of an autobiography, 
th|t he was an ’Agflostic until his eleventh 
year, when hfc happened to open a devo¬ 
tional book, whereupon, he says, “ it struck 
me what an exceedingly fine thing it would be 
if chere really was a God.” But this Reeling 0 
soon subsided, and he seems to “Bate his first 
direct tendency towards religion from the time 
when he was in Paris, as a lad of eighteen. 



Meanwhile, ** for some two or three years before 
I was fifteen I had devoted all my spare* 
time, with great assiduity, to science, especT* 
ally chemistry, in which I made real advance. 
My father greatly encouraged me in such 
studies, of which he knew something himself, 
and he strained his not very abundant means 
to enable me to fit up a laboratory, wjth 
furnaces and other apparatus. I did not stop, 
at repeating the experiments of others, but 
carried on original investigations, not alto¬ 
gether without results, apiong which was th<? 
discovery of a new chloric of, bromine.” 
That nevnichloride«of brotfffne^vas an impres-*** 

sive ornament of conversation in Patmore’s 

• • 

later years, and was always deceived, of course, 
in respectful silence. But one^would like tp 
have had Faraday’s opinio^. 

Whether Patmore was a pioneer fn chemistry 
or no, his proficiency in general science seems 
to have been remarkable. studied mathe¬ 
matics, “■ until there were no properly algebraic 
difficulties whilh\I had not overcome.” A 
friend pronounced him, when he vus about 
sixteen, “ able to rank as a Senior Optime at ' 
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the Mathematical Tripos. v Patmore dwelt on 
■all this because, as he said, “ there are many 
"persons who entertain the strange opinion 
that Ignorance of natural science is a qualifi¬ 
cation for forming a right judgment in spiritual 

T 

matters.” It is, indeed, a strange opinion, 
since Newton and Euler are far from being 
the only great mathematicians who have culti¬ 
vated a child-like piety. This phase in Pat¬ 
more’s boyhood culminated in its being pro¬ 
posed that he should be sent to Cambridge, 
where he might have competed with Stokes 
and Cayley. f Buf his father shrank from the 
•expense of lifd^tit “the University, f* 

Such absorption jn natural science, in which 
the poet perhaps exaggerated his recollections 
oi an intelligent childish pastime, seems incon¬ 
sistent with the definite literary training to 
which, it is Certain, his father began to subject 
him from the age of fourteen. “ My father,” 
he says, “ did all he could to develop my 
still greater ardour for poetry and the befit 

I Q 

sort of prose. His own taste was so severely 
good th*t, at fifteen, I cared little for any 
but the classics of English literature. At this 
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age I had read almost all the standard poetry 

and much of the best secular prose in out* 
language, and was in the habit of studying 
it critically.” To bring this statement Within 
the range of credibility, however, it should be 
remarked that the elder Patmore had a way 
of marking in pencil what he considered the 
very best passages in each writer. The.se, 
and these only, he commended to his son’» ( 
attention, and Coventry* in his juvenile arro¬ 
gance, took a pleasure in reading nothing 
which was not so marked. This is what hi 
means by studying poetry “ critically ” ; the 
better w^>rd would be “ 'tftJeCtically.” Bufe^ 
. the habit <hus early formed«of selecting and 
appropriating only what a ’high standard «of 
taste presented to him as the best influenced 
Patmore to the end of his id e > and w^is a very 
important element in his intcllcclual training. 
He was taught ^to • prefer a collection of 
specimen's to a general"*systejn of knowledge, 
and his .notion of a poetic garden became* m 
posy of rareflo&etp. Iq the passage just quoted 
he undoubtedly overestimates his acquaint¬ 
ance with Englis*h literature as a wmole; he 
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had given impassioned meditatiofi to .brilliant 
•fragments of a multitude of authors, but 
there were few of which he possessed a com¬ 
plete or general knowledge. All his critical 
judgments, from first to last, bore the stamp 
of his eclecticism. 

A notable exception to his habit of selecting 
w%s, however, the complete study he made, 
,us a boy, and constantly repeated in man¬ 
hood, of the plays of Shakespeare. Here, also, 
perhaps, he was an eclectic, choosing Shake¬ 
speare from all the authors of England as the 
one best worthy of detailed consideration. 
His own earliest lit&ary productions were two 
essays, the one on fliacbeth, the other on the , 
Two Gentlemen of Verona , which were published 
many years fater, and to which the author 
was inclined to assign an extremely early date. 

A letter frorta his father proves that Coventry 
had begun to write verses before he went to 
France in the summer of 1839, an< ^ from 
another source we know that these included 
the first dtafts of “ TJie Rfver,” and “ The 
Woodman’s Daughter.” It seems certain that 
the Shakespearian essays were composed about 
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the same ’time, and we have therefore the 
occasion to observe Coventry Pat'more as a # 
writer of considerable versatility and talent* 
before he enters his seventeenth year.* His 
fathej now sent him to St. Germaiif, in 
order to improve his French, *and he stayed at 
this school for six months. But, he tells us, 
“ as my father stipulated that I should have 
an apartment of my own, and should live with 
the headmaster’s family,* learning from private 
tutors, and not in thfe classes, I did not mix 
with the other boys, nor learn to talk very 
fluently.” He used to spend “ all his Sundays ” 
at the ho^se in Paris of Catherine Gore^ 

the then ljigbly-popular author of fashionable 
novels, ridiculed later on byfThackeray. “ SJfe 
had a fine apartment in the Plate Yendome, 
and, on Sundays, her rooms toere full of the 
best literary and political society of Paris.” 
Coventry Patmore \vas too young and too 
inexperienced to profit by the social advantages 
of Mrs.. Gore’s probably rather flashy saloeg. 
The? author of* Ctcil: or, The Adventures of a 
Coxcomb , though the wife of a needy lifeguards- 
man and forced *by her husband’s "Qwerty to 
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pour forth a stream of social romances, was a 
personage of some importance in the elder Pat; 
Inore’s circle of acquaintances. He. is seen at 
this time to be solicitous that Coventry shall 
cultivate so important a friend. Mrs.^Gor^ 
had an attractive daughter, of about eighteen, 
who afterwards became Lady Edward Thynne. 
For this girl he “ entertained a passion of a 
Jpnd not uncommon in youths, a passion which 
neither hoped nor cafed much for a return. 
... I remember praying more than once, 
\yith torrents of tears, that the young lady 
might be happy, especially in marriage, with 
.whomsoever it*mjght be.” * He was ,vvery shy, 
and Miss Gore uspd to snub him unmercifully. . 

t 

1 h e incident would scarcely be notable, were 
it not tj*at In later years Patmore always 
attributed to this ♦“ calf-love ” the earliest 

t c 

awakening of his apprehensions of love in the 
peculiarly metaphysical form in which it after¬ 
wards appealed ,to him. In Miss Gore he 
\yprshipped the earliest of a series of “ gngels ” 
who whre the avatars, as it yrcrt, of his ideal. 
There is ijo doubt that at this time there was 
a remarkiole development of his psychological 


powers, anH that he began towards the end 
of 1839 to be in the strict sense himself, and. 
no longer a mirror of the minds around him.* 
He attributes to this period the assumption of 
a power “ to discern sexual impurity and'vir- 
gmal purity, the one as the tangible blackness 
and horror of hell, and the other as the very 
bliss of heaven, and the flower and consumma¬ 
tion of love between man and woman.” If Ins. 
memory of these meditations and apprehensions 
was correct, and it prftbably was, at the age of 
seventeen he had learned the central principle* 
which were to guide the philosophy of his life. 

A Parisian phrenologist, framed Deville* 
examined Coventry Patmore’^ head, and pro¬ 
nounced it to be that of a poet. On his retujh 
to London, the youth determined sei^ously to 
cultivate the art of verse, and* he spent a long 
time (he says “ about a year ”) «in polishing 
and completing the t^vo pieces which he seems 


to have‘begun before he went to St. Ger¬ 
mains. These were “ The River,” and “ Thp 


Woodman’s Daughter,” which occupy together 
about forty pages of his earliest volume. His 
father had these poems set up in typ^ desiring 
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him to write others and, immediately bring 

* 

put a book. But the boy’s inclination or 
talent failed him. None of these original 
proof* of 1840 seem to be in existence; if 
the/ were, it would be interesting, and indeed 
important, to compare them with the text of 
the same lyrics in 1844, the publication of 
Tennyson’s Poems of 1842 having intervened be¬ 
tween the two events. It would appear that the 
elder Patmore sent copies of the original proofs 
to several persons of critical distinction, and in 
particular to Barry Cornwall, to Laman Blan¬ 
chard and to Leigh Hunt. The latter was 
£t this time a. person of great authority on 
the Liberal side $>f the world of letters, the 
triumphant success‘of his Legend of Florence 
having last, at the age of fifty-six, made 
him the centre of much public curiosity. In 
his benevolent way, Leigh Hunt was very 
complimentary about Coventry Patmore’s early 
poems, and the youthful poet, perhaps late in 
4840, paid a visit to him. Nearly half a cen¬ 
tury later, «he gave the following vivid account 
of the incident:— 

“I se 4 off with a letter from my father, an 
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old friend of the poet, informing him of my 
ambition to see him. Arriving at his house, a* 
very small one in a small square somewhere in 
the extreme West, after a walk of some ffve or 

t 

six mjles, I was informed that the poet was 
at home, and asked to sit down until he came 
to me. This he did after I had waited in the 
parlour at least two hours, when the door wjis 
opened and a most picturesque gentleman, with* 
hair flowing nearly or qtiite to his shoulders, 
a beautiful velvet coat and a Vandyke collar of 
lace about a foot deep, appeared, rubbing his* 
hands and smiling ethereally, a,nd saying, with¬ 
out a wor^J of prefye or notice’of my having* 
.waited so dong, ‘ This is .a beautiful world^ 
Mr. Patmore ! ’ I was so struck by this re¬ 
mark that it has eclipsed all menjory Sf what 
occurred during the remainder of my .visit.” 

Leigh Hunt was to be a generous supporter of 
Coventry Patmore^ in*his earliest efforts, and 
the young’er man was a sincere admirer of 
Rimini agd of the Indicator. In later years* 
he spoTce of Leigh $unt Jo Aubrey dfc Vere as 
worthy of honour, “ a true poet and a^ealous 
lover of poetry.” * But there was a certain 
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flavour or perfume about the litsrary character 

«of Leigh *Hunt which ultimately became highly 
'distasteful to Patmore, and this, no doubt, 
affects with a needless harshness the picturesque 
portrait which has just been quoted. 

Of the next* four years we possess slight 
record. In 1842, after going through a 
solitary crisis of religious despondency which 
.seems to have checked for the time being 
the development of* his intellect, the young 
Patmore made a visit 1 of several months to 
r some relatives in Edinburgh. “ They were 
very pious members of the then newborn Free 
, Kirk, and were the first religious persons I had 
e^er had anything to do with. I was at first 
^greatly delighted' with this atmosphere, and 
the warmth with which I communicated my 
own aspiraticfris .much interested my new 
friends in* me; but the inequality of my 
moods startled and somewhat shocked one 
of my aunts, who told me that my strange 
alternations of ardent effort and Respondent 
indifference reminded herrofe Saul.* He was 
urged to make testimony of his faith, and in 
partiofiar was desired* to deliver extempora- 
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neous prayenraloud, at a prayer-meeting. He 

was the shyest of youths, and we’ can easily 

fmagine “ the agony with which, at the request 

of my new friends, I dropped on my knees in 

their presence, and remained there utterly 

incapable of venting a word; and at last rose 

silent, confused and ashamed.” His Scotch 

relations were unceasing in their expressions of 

Protestant horror.with regard to the Romag 

Faith, and Patmore was conscious of “ a 

moment’s attractive thought,” born of their 

pious excesses, that the much abused Catholics 

might after all be possibly in the right. But 

this immediately passed away, and did noj # 

recur for .several years. 

Love and Religion were* the two mastefs 

which led the spirit of Patmore‘through the 

whole of his earthly journey, And \i we would 

follow the evolution of his character, we must 

hot neglect any evidence of the work of either. 

The following sonnet, then, written in 1843, 

and not,,I think, reprinted until now sinc$ 

1844; has a biographical value :— 

« * 

At nine years old I was Love’s willing Page: 

Poets love earlier thin other men, 
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And would love later, but foi; the pwdigal pen. 

“ Oh! wherefore hast thou, Love, ceased now" to engage 
Thy servitor, found true in every stage 

Of all the eleven springs gone by since then ? ” 

Vain*quest!—and I no more Love’s denizen, 

Sought the poor leisure of the Golden Age. 

But lately wandering, from the world apart, 

Chance brought me where, before her quiet nest, 

A village-girl was standing without art. 

My soul sprang up from its lethargic rest, 

The slack veins tightened all across my heart, 

• And love once more was aching in my breast. 

The poet forgets that between nine years 
*and twenty had occurred sixteen, when the 
soul’s “ lethargic rest ” was broken by the 
, image of Miss Gore, but the sincerity of this 
sortnet' is obviou$. It was probably the latest 
pjece composed fbr the volume of Poems by 
Coventry> Patmore which appeared in 1844, from 
the shop of' MoXon. 

The publication of Tennyson’s two volumes 
of Poems in 1842 formec| a crisis in the history 
of English verse. In the presence of that new, 
pp newly observed, planet, other stars seemed 
insignificant. The circle which had begun to 
form around the boyish Patmore felt it neces- 
sary'to 'assert its allegiance^ we find Laman 
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Blanchard declaring that his “ strong and clear 
conviction of the extreme beauty and finish ’? 
of young • Coventry’s MS. verse wa§ not 
affected by the new luminary ; “ nothingthat 
Tennyson has done ” need cause despair in 
Patmore. But the resonance of Tennyson’s 
success induced. the friends of Patmore to 
delay, and it was^ not until 1844, when the 
poet was just of age, t^at Moxon published 
the thin green volume of Poems by Coventry 
Patmore , which is now a great biographical 
rarity. A poet’s first book is always an impor¬ 
tant milestone in his career ;* the* journey of 
life is noPthe same ffter this e&rliest experience. 
This was peculiarly the casenvith Patmore, wh» 
had been surrounded by care *and praise, 
daintily brought up in an atmpsphAc of cul¬ 
tured encouragement, and for whtm’the final 
disclosure to the world was expected to be 
an actual, blossoming of the aloe. His father, 
with pardonable but foolish pfride, had exag¬ 
gerated the solemnity, the importance of his 
son’s poetic mission; The picture of Coventry, 
which Mr. Champneys has restore^ from 
P. G.. Patmore’s Cbatstoortb, is mawkish with 
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parental fatuity. The only phrase it contains, 
which possesses any value, is the following, ip 
whicl^the personal appearance of Coventry Pat¬ 
more at the age of twenty is preserved for us:— 

“ See ! his lithe, fragile form is bending 
over a book, that is spread open on his knees, 
his head drooping towards it like a plucked 
fldwer. The pale face is resting on the clasped 
hand, over which, and all round the small, 
exquisitely modelled he#d, fall heavy waves of 
auburn hair, concealing all but one pale cheek 
—pale and cold as marble, but smooth and 
soft as a girl's.” ■ 

The Poems of 1844, howfcver, as we iook back 
upon it across sixtjy'years, was a volume which 
might excuse in a father a somewhat rhapso¬ 
dical burse* of language. There could be no 
question tlwt, with strange lapses of taste and 
lack of finish, it had a real distinction of its 


own. It spoke, not in borrowed ^ones, but 
in the voice of ‘a new person. The effect of 
the pieces has become faipt j their perfume 
has mainly evaporated. But it is easy to under- 
stand tlyit they awakened hope and enthusiasm. 
T he poet’s biographers have dwelt upon the 
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wild guesses 'whicfr contemporary reviewers 
made as to the source of his inspiration. He* 
was accused of imitating Leigh Hunt, Procter,* 

and Keats, but there is no trace of these waiters 

• 

Hpon*his style. Nor is it easy to discover any 
but the most general characteristics of Words¬ 
worth or even Coleridge in the texture or 
form of Patmore's early verses. One influence 
there is, and it iS one which his critics have 
uniformly, but very strangely, failed to recog¬ 
nize. All through the book he is under the 
spell of certain lyrics published by his eldef 
contemporary, Elizabeth Barrett* and it is of 
her, and not of Tennyson,or Coleridge, that* 
the lad continually remind^ ms. 

To realize this influence it is necessary .to 
refer, not to the later revisions # of # stich pieces 
as “ Sir Hubert ” and “ QThe I^iv<y,” but to 
.their original text in 1844. Miss Barrett had 
published in 1838 her collection of pieces in 
many styles, entitled The Sejapkim, and Other 
Poems. ' This contained, inAheir earliest foraa, 
some of the Ao{t characteristic oi her lyrics, 
—for instance, “ Cowper’s Grave,” “ Isobel’s 
Child,” and “ Tjhe Sleep.” It also contained 
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several naively psychological studies of senti- 
pient, of which “ The Poet’s Vow ” is a pro¬ 
minent example. Coventry Patmore began to* 
write verses in 1839, shortly after the publica¬ 
tion “of T he Seraphim , and the form and spirit 
’ of his earliest pieies is curiously and sometimes 
closely coloured by his admiration for the new 
poetess. In such a poem as the following, 
qyen in the technical imperfeotion of the second 
stanza, it is of Miss Barrett, and not of Tenny¬ 
son or Coleridge, that the ear is reminded:— 

'' I knew a soft-eyed lady, from a noble foreign land; 

Her words, I thought, were lowest when we walked out 
hand in hand. 

I begaij to say, “ God pleasing, l shall have lifer for my 
t>ride.” 

Bitter, bitter, bitter tfras it to me when she died. 

In the street a man since stopped me: in a noble foreign 
tongue 

He said he'wafa stranger, poor, and strangers all among. 

I know your thoughts, yet tell you, World,—I gave him, 
all I had. 

But I—I’m much the wisest;—it is you, O World! 

that’s mad. 

c 

He staffed ugon the proffered purse; cthen took it, 0 hand 
and all. 

01 what /2 look he gave me, while he kept my hand in 
thrall l 
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And press'd it ^vith a^jratitude that made the blushes 
start; 

.For I had not deserved it, and it smote me to the heart. 

The moment was one of revival in the popu¬ 
lar estimate of poetry, succeeding a long ob¬ 
scuration. But the opposition of the press was 
still violent, and suspicion of both passion and 
simplicity in verse was loudly expressed in high 
places. The reviews, after twenty years, wertf 
still in doubt how to spell the name of Keats, 
and treated him, if they did not insult his 
memory, merely as a youth,of immature talent, 
as a kind of irreligious Kirke Whiten Browning, 
who had^rinted some of hiyfincst things, a nd 
lately The'Blot in the ScutchjUn, was valued iij 
a very small, and apparently narrowing circle. 
But Bailey’s Festus had opened .the doors to 
transcendental imagery, an 3 Tenryson’s lyrics 
t$Afce beauty of poetic art. There was, never¬ 
theless, a dominant taste for the purely senti¬ 
mental, which was clearly ami delicately fed 
by the verses of Richard Monckton Milnes, of 
Caroline Norton, <4 John Moultrie^ and this 
laboured to detach into its own pen|jve pro¬ 
vince the more fierf and original forms of talent. 


26, s Coventry Patmore 

- * ----- •— ^ — 

It had succeeded in winni'hg from Tennyson 
* Dora ” and “ The May Queen ” ; it had 
threatened to lay down a law that poetry must 
be emasculated or must cease to exist. These 

a 

conditions,—a fashionable sentimentality i$i 
the ascendant, with a rebellious minority eager 
for more force and flame,—prepared for each 
new pretendant a stirring reception from 
the reviews. Blackwood, iri its ceaseless war 
against all that is beautiful and of good report, 
recognized in the poems of 1844 “ the life into 
which the slime of the Keateses (sic) and 
Shelleys of. former times has fecundated.” 
But Leigh Hunt pi public <and Bulwer Lytton 
in private praisec .their promise highly, and 
their merits introduced their young author to 
Miss Bariv\tt. to Robert Browning, 1 to Milnes, 
and eventually to ^Tennyson. 

But these introductions were preceded .by 

1 In an unpublished letter of Jt^ly 31, 1844, Browning 
wrote: “ A very interesting young poet has blushed into 
bloom this season. I send you his soul’s child ; the contents 
1 were handed and bandied about, and Moxoh was told by 
the knowing, ones of the literary turf *hat * PatmoreVas safe 
to win.’ So Moxon relented from his stern purposes of 
publishing no more verse on his own account, and did 
publish this.” T. Noon Talfourd velcomed the volume of 
1844 as “a marvellous instance of g:nius anticipating time.” 
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an event which was critical in the, career of 
Coventry Patmore. Scarcely had his firs* 
volume of poems issued from the press, than 
he was shocked by being left abruptly to 
Ms own resources. Hitherto, as Mr. Basil 
Champneys has said, Coventry Patmore 
“ had been quite free from financial pressure : 
every whim of his had been indulged, and 
what literary work he had so far done had had 
no further object than occupation and fame.’’ 
But P. G. Patmore had been living far beyond 
his means, had engaged in, railway speculation* 
and now found it prudent towards the close 
of 1845* in company withyhis wife, to with-* 
draw suddenly to the Cpfftinent. Coventry 
was in no way prepared for this revolution, 
nor did his parents so much as,bm*him fare¬ 
well. A letter, enclosing, a remittance, and 
announcing that he must not expect another, 
was the first and.only intimation of his father’s 
flight that he received. For the next year 
he worked from hand to mouth at what odd 
literary jobs werp open to a clc\fer but un¬ 
trained youth. When the remit^ncc was 
exhausted, as it Axm was, verses, short articles 
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and stray c translations brought him in abou 

twenty-five shillings a week. He told m* 
that, at his darkest hour, he found himsell 
reduced to three and sixpence. This sun 
he regarded as less than nothing, and he there¬ 
fore expended it on ices. Returning home 
without a penny, he found an envelope con¬ 
taining payment for an article he had forgotten, 
and his resources never sank quite so low 
again. He mentioned the reckless act about 
the ices with a sort of pride which was very 
characteristic of him r as though Fate had been 
cowed by the insolence of his detachment. 

> It was during these monfths of poverty and 
Independence tha't,.'Coventry PatmoFe formed 
the most valuable friendship of his early life. 
Cast fortftf out of the snug nest in which 
paternal kidplgenctf had so long protected 
him, the young poet seems to have faced tSic 
dark streets of London,' and the horrors of 
cheap lofty lodgings, with complete courage. 
He was sustained in this by the companionship 
of one of *broader experience than his own, 
of matiyser years and more commanding 
genius. It seems to have bqen in the winter 
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of 1845, and soon'ifter the flight of his parents 
to Paris, that Coventry Patmore met Tenny* 
son for the first time. The elder poet had 
passed through great tribulation, smitten at 
qnce # in fortune and in health. He had, 
however, recently been lifte’d out of these 
deep waters by the timely grant of a pension 
of £ 200, which enabled him to live in modpst 
comfort and even to travel a little. It enabled 
him to come up sometitnes to London from 
Cheltenham, which wife then his head-quarters. 
He was still unwell and out of spirits; Patmore* 
exaggerated both his age and his disease when 
he saw Jjim first, faking him to be a man of , 
advanced years, doomed to d|j in a few months. 
As a matter of fact, Tennyson was but thirty- 
six, and his constitution was wiry af-d robust. 
He was in a neurotic condition^' spll being 
toy by the doctor “ not to read, not to think.” 
He was already meditating the composition 
of a poeift, half idyll, half satire, which should 
deal with the question of /emale discipline, 
and education. • Ih other words, The Princess 
was beginning to ta*ke form in his mind. 

At this time, aDjd for several years ?o come, 
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Tennyson^ was scarcely sedifm general com¬ 
pany. He had not so completely thrown 
‘off the morbid melancholy which had assailed 
him r after the collapse of Dr. Allen’s under¬ 
takings in 1844 as to be willing to confront 
society. Indeed, it is probable that he was 
physically unfitted for it. Patmore told me 
tljat during the early months of their friend¬ 
ship, Tennyson often sank into a sort of gloomy 
reverie, which would fall upon him, in Keats’ 
phrase— 

> 

Sudden from heaven, like a weeping cloud, 

1 

and put a stop to all conversation. While they 
■"Walked the street^at night in endless perambu¬ 
lation, or while they sat together over a single 
meal in o suburban tavern, Tennyson’s dark 
eyes would 1 suddenly be set as those of a man 
who sees a vision, and no further sound would 
pass his lips, perhaps for „an hour. These pecu¬ 
liarities were endured with patience by the 
.younger of the\two companions, partly be¬ 
cause he was himself inclined* to reverie, but 
particularly because his extreme admiration 
for Tennyson made him raoje than indulgent; 
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On this subject'some further remarks may be 
required. 

• Patmore’s attitude to Tennyson in later 
years ceased to be cordial, and was at length 
ajmost defiant. The intimacy had flourished 
from 1845 to about 1852, vtfhen it began to 
wane; after 1856 there was little evidence of 
its existence. From this time forward a 
long estrangement*gradually developed between 
the poets, and with no qtiarrel or dispute they 
fell apart, and never met again. In the 
later years of his own somewhat arrogant 
independence, Patmore was vexed to think 
that he^could ever have been subjugated by 
another ipind as he unquestionably was by 
that of Tennyson. His love of truth forbade 
him to deny the enslavement, but be did not 
love to dwell upon it. He said that he had 
wasted years in following Tennyson about 
“ like a dog,” and that he had gained nothing 
from the sacrifice. He used to declare that 
Tennyson had never really £ared about him 
but "had merely accepted his companionship 
to escape from his own thoughts; that Tenny¬ 
son’s conversation had always been egotistical 



tad useless, and that Patmore, in devoting 
himself to his company, had beenworihippmg 
Itn empty idol. He would tell Hftk4onocerit 
anecdotes of Tennyson’s simpUcify,wldch he 
would treat as instances of levity. AJji ttys 
was Patmore at his woskt, in the rasping mood 


which he too often adopted !* the reminis¬ 
cences of Ms did age. But hi hapfuer hours, 
when he was more genially inspired, he would 
acknowledge what aft unsurpassed advantage 
it had been to him, a^ g yonA of tyro and 
twenty, to be admitted to the confidence of 
that noble $nd unique spirit, and he would 
admit, with generosity, t^at the great dark 
Ifith was not always wrapped in the cloak of 
fit silent m^siili^y,'but that" he would with 


emit 


equal suddenness emerge from thedoud, and 
emit of thought about God 

and mail, and about the divine art d|jPae|r3£v v 
.. The friendship with .Tennyson ' 
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Chapter II 

LIFE IN LONDON (1846-1862) 


T HE excitement caused by the publica¬ 
tion of his early poems had no sooner 
subsided than Patmore began to regard 
them in an almost contemptuous light of com¬ 
mon sense. Escaping from the hot-house air in 
winch he had been educated, brought face to 
face with the facts pf life and forced to look at 
literature from a healthy standpoint, his earliest 
discovery was of the weakness of his own over¬ 
praised and childish verses. He told Sutton, 

« * 

ir. the spring of 1847, that he was abashed at 
the thought of his foolish haste in publishing 
before his mind wac matured, and added that, 
when all his friends were praising “ The River ” 
and “ Lilian,” and falling into eritasiei over 
“ The Woodman’s Daughter,” he himself 
“ was conscious from the first c. the defective 
character of the book.” There can be no 
question that the admirable judgment of 
Tennyson, so happily secured in exchange for 
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omplailance of the old Cockney 
circle, had \uch to do with this healthier 
condition ,gf his Spirit. 

Patmore was prevented at this time 1 by a 
consciousness of failure from, recurring to the 
practice of verse. He was greatly occupied 
with other interests, literary, moral and 
materia!^ and he considered that he “ wanted 
the grand essential leisure for writing poetry/’ 
In saying this he was, no doubt, repeating a 
formula of Tennyson^s, who was in the hdSft 
of justifying the aimldi , dreamy existence' 
which he himself led, by asserting,—and per¬ 
haps with truth,*-that a sauntering life of> 
leisure was the only one in tfhich a poet could 
do justice to his imagination. ..Patmore was 
now thrilled and subdued by the genius of 
Emerson, which was then ‘pt the,height of its 
splendour having quite recently been revealed 
to a*few Vst English admirers. In his haste 
to grasp* tlV idealism of Emerson, Patmore 

threw Coleriage to the winds, and it was not 
• 0 | 
until much later that he returned to the earlier 

and the subtler master. He says I 5 > 

1847^): “ I am a lover of Ralph Emerson. I 
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have read .all his Essays i t least three times 
over.” This enthusiasm did lot, however, 
blind him to Emerson’s inconsistencies andf 
illogicalities, and it is interesting enough to 
see the youthful Patmore, as by Instinct, put¬ 
ting his finger on that want of “ the quality of 
reverence with regard to God,” which was to 
be r the rift in the lute of his admiratioil for the 
American philosopher. Meanwhile, the con¬ 
versation of Tennyson and the writings of 
kv^erson are seen to be' the intellectual food 
f on which Patmore -builds up within his own 
soul a new man,,the man with whom we are 
in the remainder of this study to be familiar. 

His mind was exceedingly disturbed at this 
period ; “*Che mirror,” he wrote, “ though not 
cracked, I hope, is much clouded.” We may 
form an ipipresslon of his personal appearance 
at this time : very tall and thin, ehis small 
bright head poised lightly on hist'shoulders, 
a look of admirable candour ir? the broad 
forehead, prominent mobile lips c tand sparkling 
eyes. * These latter, doubtless, J as we see them 
in Brett’s admirable drawing of a few years 
later, were what gave positive charm to the 


features,-^ese dar^r, liquid, vivid eyes, and 
the silky, rolling hair. Otherwise, to a super* 
iicial or unsympathetic observer, the impression 
may have been of an angular young* man, 
shy^almost saturnine, not ready in speech. 

At the house of Laman’Blanchard, as is 
supposed, he met at mis time a lady slightly 
his junior, the orphan daughter of the Reverend 
Edward Andrews*, who had been the Congre- 
gationalist minister of Bercsford Chapel, 
Wandsworth. Emily Augusta Andrews had-jtfSt 
entered her twenty-fourN^ear, while Coven - 1 
try Patmore was approaching th,e end of his. 
The yojjng lady was a transcendentalist; their, 
views about Emerson were identical; on both 
sides the attraction seems to have been instant 
and complete. During a May-day walk on 
the slopes of Hampstead .thd pcyst ^proposed, 
and was ^accepted. One of the earliest results 
of this engagement was to re-awaken in Coven¬ 
try Patrtn^’s b*osom the determination to 
devote himl^f seriously to poetical composir 
tion.* This impulse did not take the form, so 
common in youthful amorists, of accidental 
lyrics illustrating moods of adorsftion and 
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desire, but it quickened in t him thepletermina- 
tion to write very deliberately onq-great work of 
art, which should exemplify-,^nd condense the' 
whole'system of amatory experience. Imme¬ 
diately after his betrothal, he announced tp 
' Emily Andrews, '* I have been meditating a 
poem for you, but I am'determined not to give 
you anything I write unless it is the befit thing 
I .have written. Oh, how much the best it 
ought to be, if it would do justice to its 

SULffCCt.” 

Between Covent^v"Patmore, however, and 

ft" , # ( # m 

almost all otfrer poets of high distinction in 
„the history of literature, there was to„be this 
remarkable distinction, that while the jest have 
celebrated*S.he liberty, the freshness and the 
delirium of love, whether in its physical or in 
its metaphysical Sense, but always rather in the 
mood of anticipation than of possession, or, if 
in that of possession, at least in a spfrit which 
feigns to ignore the bonds of custo>l, Patmore 
alone is eagerly pleased to hug ajpd gild those 
bonds! He confesses himself not the poet of 
passion in the abstract, but of love made a 
willing captive by the marriage tie. It seems 
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that he lontf had meditated over this theme, 

and that he'^ntered the wedded state, not 
blindly an<jl b«:ajiJe there was no escape from 
it, like most'wild lovers, but deliberately and 
cagejly, as one who could not regard lo$e as 
possible, or at least as a matter fit for imagina¬ 
tive contemplation, until it was legalized by 

the Charch and* the State. From his earliest 

• 

Protestant days he had unconsciously regarded 
marriage as a sacrament, and into his poetical 
commentary there entered, from the first, 
dim conception of a ritifi^;. It is important to* 
realize this instinctive ft cl, before we meet 
with agy of those arguments founded upon 
religion, >vhich, later on, Patmore employed to 
justify his view of life. 

It seems to me valuable to insist, here at the 
threshold of Coventry Pat^nore’s'hfe as a poet, 
on the roint that his transcendental adoration 
of weddql love was originally neither a rule of 
theology nbr an’argument of morals, but was a 
symptom purely individual lyricism. His 
notibn of Lov^ in» Marriage was no| inculcated 
by any priestly *or puritanical scruple; it 
represented no coldness or reserve, Ho timidity 
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or conventionality. On t,he controly, it was a 
.fierce expression of personal in^inct. It was 
the peculiarity of Patmore’&> mi .id that the ex¬ 
clusively aesthetic idea of marriage inflamed his 
imagination with a noble excitement. He 
saw no difference between marriage and poetry; 
the one was the subject’of the other, the second 
a necessary interpretation of the fW.t. He 
prepared for both in the same solemn spirit 
which inspires the singing boys in the glorious 
feplth.alamium of Catullm :— 

• p 

Non facilis nobis, ap^uales, palma parata est; 

Adspicite, innuptse secum ut meditata requirunt. 

Non frusta meditaritur : habent memorabile quod sit. 

Nec mirum: tota penuus quas mente laborent. 

<- 

There was no reason, except poverty, which 
both of them scorned, to keep Coventry Pat¬ 
more and Emily Andrews apart. On Septem¬ 
ber 11, 1847, they were married a£ Hamp¬ 
stead, and they went down to Hastings for the 
honeymoon. More than thirty jears later, 
in writing Amelia , Patmore’s memory wandered 
back across so much varied experience to the 
emotion with which his first wife and he had 
arrivecPatWIastings, and how 
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turning a dim street, 

I first behefc the ocian; 

There, where '.he lijtle, bright, surf-breathing town, 
That shew’d n\ first her beauty and the sea, 

Gathers its skirts against the gorse-lit down, 

And scatters gardens o’er the southern lea. 

* • 

The married life so felicit6usly begun was 
carried through its course with exquisite 
mutual .Vivotion.* But it closed with the death 
of Emily Patmore .in 1862, and after the lapse 
of more than forty yeais there are few sur¬ 
vivors who recall her wrth distinctness. Neu-irt-* 
theless, no woman of her'y^riod stands out for 
us with greater definition! *We Jmow her to 
have been of most striking, and at the same 
time of njost pleasing presctcc. Those who 
met her for the first time were amr/ad by hc/- 
“ strange beauty and extreme innocence of 
countenance and manner.” . Tcnnysop, usually 
a distracted observer, was immediately capti¬ 
vated by her “ splendid ” appearance com¬ 
bined with \ so milk-maid-like an absence of 
pretension.” VRuskin and Carlyle were among 
her Outspoken .admirers, and to tfae ybung 
Prcraphaelites her fiice was as that of a Muse. 
Dignity, of manner, more purity and f^rcc than 
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actual sweetness, great nonchalance in anxious 
*and embarrassing moments, a.-sense of the 
pomp of matronly ceremonial‘fohich bordered 
on th‘e excessive, combined with' some lack of 

i 

humour,—these seem to be certain of the 
social characteristics of Emily Patmore when 
we strip them of the panegyrics of her dazzled 
admirers. It was admitted that h&f beauty 
ceased when she laughed. There were women 
who complained thaf she was arrogant; Mrs. 
O&iyle accused her of trying to look like Wool- 
ner’s medallion ofjker. These were necessary 


shadows in the light of her beautiful presence, 
for even those whom she w repelled admitted 
that she was as c radiant as she was pure and 
’ jj^ood. ' '* 

Emily Patmore became so completely her 
husband’s Egeria and ideal that it is important 
for us to know what her appearance was. For¬ 
tunately, we have unrivalled opportunity of 
doing this, since three great agists, at the 
height of their skill, have presented her beauty 
for us in the three spheres of painting, sculpture 


and poetry. It is given to few women, in the 
heyday of their youth, to be immortalized by 




* 


such a trio as John Everett Millais^ Thomas 
VVoolner and Robert Browning. The painting . 


by Millais, done^i\ 1851, is a rondo,.extremely * 
vivid in colour and finished like one of Hol¬ 


bein’s. small brilliant portraits at Basle. * It 
represents the subjec^ in coniplete full face, 
gazing out of the canvas with great brown eyes 
under thV heavy 'curtains of her voluminous 
dark hair, which is drawn up in the curiou^ 
Early Victorian way so as to hide the ears. The 
complexion is transpaitntly hectic, with t£s*. 4 
dangerous hue on the lips\;fd checks which has 
more of life than life itself'should have. The 
whole candid face and high-poised head 
breathes an indomitable earnestness and purity. 
One feels that this finely-coloured epeaiure will? 
be living all for duty and the ideal. We turn 
to the medallion of Woolngr, a 4 so*jj head, and 
also a rondo. This is a work in delicate low 


relief, in e>'^ct profile. Here, in the absence 
of Millais’ gorgeous colour, we have form 
insisted on, akd we gain information on new 
points, such as iheibold arch of the .nose,* the 
resolution of the lfttle rounded chin. The 
volume of the coiled hair is even mor^striking 
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here than it was in the front face. In this sculp- 

: /' A 

ture, the beauty of hue being abstracted, 
the sense of positive charm ..i^less than in the 
painting, but there is added a greater strenu¬ 
ousness of will, and further evidence of, what 
people call “ force of character.” This medal¬ 
lion seems to have been modelled about the 
same time as the Millais portrait w^s'painted, 
namely late in 1851. 

Finally, on Octobe'r 11, 1852, Robert Brown- 
tried his hand at k portrait of the same 
remarkable model. / The lines run thus in their 
original forijj 

If one could have that little dread of hers 1 ' 

Painted upon ti background of pale gold 
Such ^ the Tuscan’s early art prefers! 

No shade encroaching on the matchless mould 
Of those two lips, that should be opening soft 
In tfce pure profile—not as when she laughs, 

For that spoils all—but rather as aloft 
Some hyacinth she loves so leaned itSf staff’s 
Burden of honey-coloured studs to kis* 

Or capture twixt the lips, apart for jhis. 

Then her lithe neck, three fingers^might surround, 
.How it should waver on the p^le gold ground 
Up to tiie fruit-shaped perfect chin it lifts! 

Such\vas the external appearance of Emily 
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Patmore in her brilliant youth, standhig, in her 
husband’s later worjls, 

Like a ^oung simple tree, in flush’d array 

Of white and ruddy flower, auroral, gay, 

and so for fifteen yevs of unclouded felicity 
she trod in the perfection of never-failing fresh¬ 
ness the *J)ath of wife and mother. She dic'd 
too soon to have lo'st the mystery of youthful* 
ness, and in her husband’s memory she re- 
mained to the last the ^ranscendent typcTof 
nuptial beauty. In the very shadow of her 
death, all he could force himself to»think about 
was the %dornment%of her character. He was 
absorbed, at that dark momenf, by the circum¬ 
stances of light itself, brooding not ifpon the* 
future but “ upon all your patienj:, persistent 
goodness, your absolutely flawless Hfe* and all 
your amiable and innocent graces.” 

Never, therefore, since the beginning of the 
world, wa's a poet more happily situated in 
relation to the personal bent of his genius than 
Patmore was in *his» first married experience. 
He had formed, as* we have seen, a pertain 
exclusively aesthetic notion of marriage as a sac- 
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rament.. *He possessed already the inward and 
^spiritual sense ; by an astonishingly good for¬ 
tune, he now received in a perfectly harmonious 
wife the outward and visible sign of grace. He 
came into possession of what Hooker so «utttly 
calls “ God’s secrets, discovered to none but to 
His own people.” Uplifted by companionship 
With this stately and kindly creature, daily 
illuminated by her simplicity, he slowly gained, 
h not merely what seems a very profound insight , 
into the nature of womanhood, but the precise 
experience which was needed to make him, 
beyond all his .peers, the consecrated laureate 
of wedded love. 

We may therefore, in this brief biography, t 
leave the slight outward incidents of Patmore’s 
career at this time unchronicled and deal 
exclusively with hjs history as a poet, working 
slowly—“ in fruition,” as he somewhere says, 

“ of the eternal novelty ” Qf ideal marriage— 
towards as perfect an expression as he could 
obtain of those mysteries whfch are heavenly • 
at once "“and human. We hSve seen that his » 
earliest impulse was to compose for Emily 
Andrews a poem which should be worthy of 
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her, but Emily Andrews had to become Emily 
Patmore before this particular poem could 
receive adequattyform and substance. The 
first book of The Angel in the House took qnly 
six*w«ek$ in the writing, but, says the poet, “ I 
had thought of littk else for several years 
before.” This statement must be accepted, of 
course, with reserve. It means that the idc*a 
of writing an authoritative poem in praise of 
the solemnities of marriage was always present 
during those years, but Rjtmorc was carncSTly 
engaged on other work, in j^ose as well as in 
verse. The most important ‘incident in his 
intellectual life at this time was, however, his 
intimacy With the Preraphaclites. ( 

The P.R.B ., as it called itself, was founded 
in the autumn of 1848, and carly*in the fol¬ 
lowing year Thomas Woofcier, the sculptor 
of the Brotherhood, then some twenty-four 
years of age, sougjit Patmore’s acquaintance. 
An ardent and impetuous young man, Wool- 
ner was interested in verse-writing as well as 
in modelling. He Had accepted witlf avidity 
the reforming ideas of his fellows, and lijjp them 
he was deeply enthusiastic about the art of 
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Tennyson. It would se£m that Woolner intro- 
( duced into the Preraphaelite circle Patmore’s 
Poems of 1844, and somewhat-later (September 
1849), he had the pleasure of presenting the 
poet himself, an honoured guest, to IH < 3 . 
Rossetti, Millais and Holman Hunt. One of 
the members of the ipner Brotherhood has 
Recorded that from “ 184910 1853‘we all saw 
£ good deal of Mr. Patmore, and we all looked 
up to him much for hi^ performances in 
poStry, his general ^intellectual insight and 
maturity, and Jiis knowledge of important 
persons whom we came to know through him 
—Tennyson in especial.” In 1851 Patmore 
told Millais that he ought to keep a diary t 
and the painter began one forthwith. It 
was Patmore who, in the same year, induced 
Ruskin f to‘take up the cudgels for the Pre- 
raphaelites and to write his famous letter 
about Millais’ pictures to The Times. Rossetti 
speaks with the excitement of a boy of the 
help which the superior age. and prestige of. 
Patmore gave them in' 1 catrying out their 
design^. To Patmore himself, who was 
amused at finding youths of genius adopting 
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to him th*e attitude which he adopted to 

Tennyson, the ardetit Preraphaelites seemed. 


“ all very simple^ £>ure-minded, ignorant and 
confident.** \ 


.The great scheme by which the ydung 
friends hoped to impress their views upon a 
dense and thankless world was now approach¬ 
ing th» hour of *its evolution. The earliest 
number of The.Germ: Thoughts towards 
Nature in Poetry, Literature and Art, since be¬ 
come so famous and so.rare, was issued in the 

V •" 

palest pink covers, in Jammy 1850. Among 
slightly elder persons whcf favoured and en¬ 
couraged the project, none was so prominent 
as Coventry Patmore, who invested it with 
a motto of perfection, “ ft is the ]ast rub* 
which polishes the mirror.” To the first 

number be contributed “ The Seasons,” and to 

• * 

the February number a lyric in dialogue, 
entitled “ Stars and Moon,” which was un¬ 
signed and which he never claimed. This 
poem, however, is not merely very characteris¬ 
tic in*its style,*butjt is the earliest specimen 
existing of what may be called the Angel in 
the House manner. It opens thus• 


4 
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Beneath the stars and Summer moon 
A pair of wedded lovers walk. 

Upon the stars and summer moon 
They turn their happy eyes' and talk: 

Those stars, that moon, foi me they shine 
With lovely, but no startling light; 

My joy is much, but not as thine, 

A joy that fills the heart like fright,” 

and it closes with the wife’s exclamation:— 

c r ’ ' * 

“ Ah, love ! we both, with longing deep, 

Love words and actions kind, which are 

More good for life than bread or sleep, 

More beautiful tlpm Moon or Star.” 

The direct result of Patmore’s confabula¬ 
tions with Tennyson on the one hand, and 
with Rossetti, Millais an^ Woolne^ on the 
pther, is seen in' the volume called. Tamerton 
Church-Towp and other Poems which Picker¬ 
ing published for him in 1853. Nine years 
had passed., sinfce the appearance of his first 
volume, and much had happened in English 
literature in the meantime. Tennyson had 
published The Princess in 1847, and In 
Memoriam in 1850; Robert Browning, among , 
many other works, had »sued Dramatic 
Romances in 1846 and c Christmas Eve and 
Easter Day in 1850; Elizabeth Browning 
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had culminated, for the time being, in her 
Casa Guidi Windows of 1851. Meanwhile, 3 
hew poet of the#first order—a poet welcomed, 
by the way, in ^Tbe Germ —had appeared in 
the* person of Matthew 4 rno ^ with the 
Strayed Reveller of *1849 and the Empedocles 
on Etna of 1852. The^e were the talents 
with which Co'ventry Patmore was calfed 
upon to compete, and their stimulus arid 
audacity were refreshing to his spirit. He, 
kept himself, however^ independent of Their 
bias, and on his poetry of,tips period there is 
scarcely any trace of contemporary influence. 

Spealiing of a time from 1851 onwards, Dr. 
..Richard < 5 arnett has recorded the subject* 
of Patmore’s intimate discoune. He was 
glad to converse with younger men—himself 
no veteran yet of a gravityibeyc a Ms years— 
of “ the subordination of parts of the whole, the 
necessity of every, part of a composition being 
in keeping with all the others, the equal im¬ 
portance of fo$m with matter, absolute tjuth 
to nature, sobrfetj* in simile and fhetaphor, 
the wisdom of retaining a reserve of ^ower— 
those and kindred maxims enforced with an 
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emphasis 'most salutary ’ to a young hearer 
|ust beginning to write in the heyday of the 
Spasmodic School.” The .distracting Life- 
Drama of Alexander Smith, and, still more be¬ 
wildering, the Balder of Sydney Dobell, being, 
it may be added, the postic portents of this 
very dangerous and critical period. Mean¬ 
while the attention of Patmore was being 
given to the theories and practice of metrical 
science, and he was examining with great 
care the laws of verse 

When we turn from the records of his 
conversation 'and his reading to the actual 
pages of the volume of 1853 we are unable 
to restrain a certain expression of* surprise.^ 
These piece? are not, at first sight, what we 
should have expected to receive from so 
serious and s6 * learned a student of poetic 
art. The poem which gives its name to the 
book and occupies its first fifty pages, is a 
strange sort of Coleridgean improvisation. 
What we miss in its composition is precisely 
that litefary finish, that last* polish given to 
the mirror, of which we have been hearing so 
much. “ Tamerton Church Tower ” is an 
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experiment of the same class as so niany which 

we have since been made accustomed to by the' 

writers who call themselves “ symbolists 
•* ♦ 

or “ impressionists.” It bears the appear- 
afrse, which may however . be illusory, of 
having been thrown»off with extreme rapidity, 
and subjected to no revision, by a bard 
desirous ^of pro'ducing an absolutely frish 
impression. Freshness is no doubt what it 
precisely offered to its earliest admirers, for 
there were critics' >»/ho greatly adiflired 

“ Tamerton Church Tower,” and were even 

• + 

dazzled by it. A skilful experiment is always 
interesting, and novelty is itself a charm. 
^Neithermewness nor boldntss is wanting to 
“ Tamerton Church Tower,” the main fault 
of which is its extreme slightness.. It is really 
a record of three impresses ’of frawil on the 
borders of Devonshire and Cornwall. The 
poet and his friend Frank ride from North 
Tamerton (a village near Holsworthy) through 
Tavistock' to Plymouth, and are caught in a 
thunderstorm. • They celebrate, m mock- 
heroics, the charmk of Blanche anc^ Bertha, 
whom they are aboft to marry. The curtain 
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falls, and rises on the couples already married ; 
they go out in a boat on the Cornish coast, 
are caught by another thunderstorm, arc 
wrecked, and Mrs. Blanche ib drowned. The* 
curtain falls again, and rises on the wido 
poet riding alone, accompanied by his sad 
thoughts, from Plymouth through Tavistock 
back to Tamerton. 

It will be seen that the subject matter of 
the poem is exiguous in the last degree, and 
that-its attractiveness expends entirely on the 
treatment. In this the influence of the Pre- 
raphaelite idefts is very strongly seen. Patmore 
writes as the young Millais painted, and some¬ 
times he produces an effect precisely similar— 

In love with home, I rose and eyed 
The rainy North ; but there 
The distant hill-top, in its pride, 

Adorn’S the brilliant air; 

And as I pass’d from Tavistock 
The scatter’d dwellings white, 

The church, the golden weather-cock. 

Were whelm’d in happy light. 

* Dark j-ocks shone forth wi$h yallow brooms ’; 

And, over orchard walls^ 
detun’d congregated apple-blooms 
In white and ruddy balls. 
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The,children did the good sun greet • 

With song and senseless shout; 

The lambs did sMp, the dams did bleat, 

In Tavy leapt the trout. 

% 

Across a fleeting eastern cloud 
The splendid rainbow sprang, 

And larks, invisible*, and loud, 

Within its zenith sang. 

PerlftpS the most felicitous quatrains are 
those which describe “ my uncle’s daughter 
Ruth ”:— 

A maid of fullest hqA.t she was; 

Her spirit’s lovely Mmf 
Nor dazzled nor surprised? because 
It always burned the same; 

And in the heaven-lit path |Jic trod 
Fair was the wife foreshqjvn, 

A Mary in the house of God, 

A Martha in her own. 

This is Wordsworthian, $>ut "it* followed 
by the eminently Patmorean stanza, 

Corporeal charms she had; but these 
- Were tranquil, grave and chaste, 

And all too excellent to please 

A rash* jmtutor’d taste. 

• 

From the old hook of 1844 were restored 
in 1853 “ The Riv^r ” and “ The Woodman’s 
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Daughter,” which last Millais made the 
subject of an admirable painting. The metre 
of these early pieces had been criticized ^ 
Tennyson, and in some cases I think that 
his hand is to be detected in the actual -e-^r- 
rections. “ The Yew-Berry ” is a powerful 

study of amorous misunderstanding :— 

* ‘ 

I call this idle history the “ Berry,of the Yew;” 

Because there’s nothing sweeter than its husk of scarlet glue, 
. And nothing half so bitter as its black core bitten through. 

•L -?i/ 

•J 

In “ The Falcon’” wc have a lyrical ren¬ 
dering of that story of Boccaccio which Tenny¬ 
son was long afterwards to. essay to dramatize. 
“ Eros ” is entirely charming ; no better speci¬ 
men of Patmore’s early manner can be quoted : 

Bright thro’ the valley gallops the brooklet; 

Over th. -..efkin .travels the cloud; 

Touch’d by the zephyr, dances the harebell; 

Cuckoo sits somewhere, singing so loud; 

Swift o’er the meadows glitter .the starlings, 

Striking their wings all the flock at a stroke; 
Under the chestnuts new bees are swarming, 

* Rising and falling like magical ^swoke : 

Two little children, seeing a.id hearing, 

Ha^i in hand wander, shyut, laugh and sing : 

Lo, in their bosoms, wild j.vith the marvel. 

Love, like the crocus, is come ere the Spring. 
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Young-men and women, noble and tender, 

Yearn for each othfer, faith truly plight, 

Promise to cherish, comfort and honour ; 

Vow that makel duty one with delight. 

Ah, but the glory' found in no story, 

Radiance of Eden unqucnch’d by the Fall, 

Few may remember, jione may reveal it. 

This the First-love, the first love of all. 1 


The»ma‘in value of the volume of l8 53 > 
which must be regarded as tentative and 
provisional, consisted in its fine realism, 
in its determination^) see natural ob^cts 
through eyes that werc-ctear and unclouded, 
and in its consistent stuefy t>f jtuptial love, 
more and more distinctly concentrated on 
its sacrajpental aspect. It «is therefore not 
difficult to admit that th'C most important* 
numbers in the whole of the Tamer ton Church- 
Tower collection were “.Honeua ^ Ladies’ 
Praise ” and “ Felix : Lovers Apology,” where 
were presented frajnents of the great poem, 
consecrated to marriage, which Patmore had 

for so many years had under consideration. 

. • 

1 The quotations* frojn the Tamerton CkurchAower 
volume are all given here from the first edition of 1853. 
Patmore tinkered his earl\ verses, and not alwa/l to their 
advantage. | 
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It is interesting to observe that, after Tenny¬ 
son, Carlyle seems to haVe been the first to 
'give full approbation to Coventry Patmore’s 
new departure in emotional’ poetry. He 
found (June 7, 1853) in the ‘Tamerton Chux$- 
Tower volume “a great.deal of fine poetic 
light, and many excellent elements of valuable 
human faculty.” Patmore 1 seems to have 
chaffed him delicately on his supposed dislike 
of the vehicle of verse ; Carlyle, surprisingly 
amenable, recommendc the poet to “ go on, 
and prosper, in what vehicle you find, after 
due thought, to be the likeliest for you.” 
Ruskin thought the poem^ “ a little too like 
Tennyson to attract attention as they should.’’ 
The Brownings, ‘ £ with old admiration for 
your genius ” still unabated, prayed for some 
more unmifcttfkahlc manifestation of it. 
There was a general feeling that the volume 
of 1853 was experimental, and that the poet 
had something better up his sleeve. c 

Such was indeed the fact, and * the time 
was*" now fast approaching when he would 
submit to the world a Jirst instalment, at 
least, of the masterpiece* which he had been 
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so long pieparing. Tiie evidence as' to the 

precise date at whi£h the great poem was 
bqMm is conflicting; Patmore himself, long 
afterwards* at different times, made vague 
ankyet positive statements which cannot be 
brought into line with one another. He 
said that “ the first book of the Angel in the 
House &ok* only Six weeks in the writing* 
though I had thought of little else for several 
years before.” This is partly confirmed by his 
own remarkable confession in verse, which aan- 
not be too attentively nofS 3 . He wrote :— 


Not careless of the gift of song, 

•Nor out of love with noble fame, 

1 , meditating much and long 
What I should sing, hosfr’win a nam<^, 
Considering well what theme unsung, 
What reason worth the cost of fhyme, 
Remains to loose the poet’« tong*W « 

In these last days, the 3 rcgs of time, 
Learn that to me, though born so late, 
There does* beyond desert, befall 
(May my great fortune make me great!) 

*1116 first of themes, sung last of alL 
•In green afi^ undiscovered ground. 

Yet near whefle many others sing, 

I have the very feell-head found. 

Whence gushes] the Pierian Spring. 
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Here Sve have almost exactly the attitude 
of La Bruyere in his fatoous opening sentence 
of the Caracteres ,—“ Toqt est dit, et ,|'oii 
vient trop tard depuis plu* de mille ans qu’il 
y a des hommes, et qui pensent,”—followed 
by the instant proof that to the artist practi¬ 
cally nothing has yet been said of what is 
veritably best. It is phfin that after re¬ 
flecting long Patmore canle to the conclusion 
he could take the primal interests of mankind, 
and so treat them as t^'make them appear new, 
that he might so ( "celebrate Nuptial Love as 
to make even .married lovers feel that they 
had never loved before, It seems t0 me 
that immediately after his marriage in 1847 jie 
\nadeiypasrr.odic efforts to start his poem, but 
only contrived, at that time, to produce the 
“ few astonishing, lines ” which he read in 
1849 to Rossetti, Woolner and Millais. The 
year 1850 appears to mark the date of the 
practical commencement of The Ahgel in the 
House. On March 21 of that year, Rossetti 
wrftes :-i- 


“ [Patmore] has been / occupied the last 
month with his poem on Marriage, of which, 
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however, he ha9 not meanwhile writteA a line ; 
but, having meditated the matter, is now 
«kqut to do so. He expresses himself quite* 
c6nfident of being, able to keep it up at the 
saue pitch as the few astonishing lines he 
has yet written.” 

The poetical faculty of Coventry Patmore 
was singularly fluctuating. He was not one 
of those poets who can compose with com¬ 
parative regularity, and be confident of pro¬ 
ducing a fair numbei^ of lines every year. 
His vein was extremeljT - intermittent, and 
if for short periods his verse* would flow, as 
Milton’^ did, “ wil^t a certain impetus and 
Of£trus ,” .there were months 'and even years 
when he was unable to malce a*Single line?'* 
But it was an admirable quality in his nature 
that he could be perfectly .patiowt. ^He said 
to me, near the close of his career, that he was 
thankful to know that he had never, from anxiety 
or vanity,* spurred an unwilling Pegasus. So 
now, at the threshold of his great endeavour, 
he fell no discouragement at the delay* in 
its performance; he had, again; like Mil- 
ton, “ an inward prompting whicl? grew 
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daily upon him, that by labour and intent 
study he might perhaps leave something so, 
written to after times, as they should 
willingly let it die.” And) in this persuasion, 
and with this faith, he was in no hurry /he 
could afford to be “ .long choosing ” and 
“ beginning late.” 

* What Patmore’s conception of his subject 
and his method of treating it were, have never 
been stated in clearer terms than by Aubrey 4e # 
Vere in some recollections which he wrote dovfn 
at the request of Mr. Basil Champneys:— 

“ [Patmore] .called upon me one day in a 
state of unusual excitement and animation. 
Its cause he did not care to conceai. Th^je 
was, lie assured me, one particular theme for 
Poetry, the more serious importance of which 
had bees sivigulasly missed by most poets of 
all countries, frequently as they had taken its 
name in vain. That theme was Love : not a 
mere caprice of fancy, or Love as, at best, a 
mere imaginative Passion—but Love in the 
defeper and softer sense of 0 the word. The , 
Syren woman had be$n often sung. . . . 
But that Love in which, as he affirmed. 
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all the Loves centre, and that Woman who is 
the rightful sustainer/of them all, the Inspira¬ 
tion of Youth, and the Consolation of Age,' 
that LovS and tfiat Woman, he asserted, 
had seldom been sung sincerely and effectually. 
He had himself long^since selected that theme 
as the chief one of his poetry, but, often 
as he hfd rtiade the attempt, it had never suc¬ 
ceeded to his judgment. . . . He had made one 
^attempt more and this time a successful one. 

. . . His poem was al\*ady nearly finished.” 

Aubrey de Vere contfhues: “In a few 
weeks more The Angel in the ff.oiue appeared/’ 
but thb is, I think, an error of memory. 
Froja other documents, I gather that Pat¬ 
more’s visit to him, and the oAuing' con^ 
vemtion, took place in the summer of 1850, 
whereas the earliest part of tJie'pcwMn appeared 
in 1854. The explanation of this delay seems 
to be that although The Betrothal , and 
perhaps *The Espousals , were practically 

sketched out in 1850, their finish did not 
, satisfy* a taste which was rapidly hecomlng 
fastidious. Tennyson objected, and not with¬ 
out reason, to the roughness of some of the 
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stanzas. Meanwhile Patmore’s inspiration 
flagged again, and it was not until 1853 that 
1 he seems to have contrived to fill up the, 
gaps in his structure, and give the wlide 
text its needful polish. Tennyson was satis¬ 
fied at last, and said of $ he Betrothal , “ You 
have begun an immortal poem, and, if I am 
no false prophet, it will not, be long in winning 
its way into the hearts of .the people.” Pat¬ 
more appears to have been a little over-/ 
excited at the immediate prospect of immor-’ 
tality. He told D. G. Rossetti that he meant 
to make Th,e Angel in the House bigger than 
the Divina Commedia. He hesitated to make 
the plunge into publicity, and sent proof-sjieets 
the first, book beforehand to his friends 
for their final censure. It was thus that 
Tennyson lead The Betrothal , “ sitting on a 
cliff close to the sea ” in the Isle of Wight, in 
the early summer of 1854, and told Aubrey de 
Vere, as an unpublished letter from the latter 
informs Patmore, that the poem, “when finished, 
will add one more t0 t ^ e sipall list °* Great 
Poems.” De Vere adds, on his own account, 

“ it is long since I read ahything so beautiful.” 
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The very moment when his son was pre¬ 
paring to give the public a foretaste of his-poem 
■4(£S unluckily chosen by Peter George Patmore - 
for publishing a volume of not dull indeed, 
but unmannerly and displeasing reminiscences, 
entitled My Friends ^and Acquaintances. No¬ 
thing could have been more ill-timed, for the 
press rang with denunciation of the name <^f 
Patmore. The pqgt determined to appear 
under a pseudonym, and had actually printed 
a title-page with the nJUncC. K. Dighton lypon 
it, when he was dissuaded by the common 
sense of Rossetti from such ’a ^iccc of mystifi¬ 
cation. The same eminently practical friend 
(always wise when another/han himself was 
the object of his interest) induced PatrQpre tp.» 
suppress “ a marvellous note at the end, ac¬ 
counting for some part of the pccn^bdng taken 
out of his former book b/ some story of a 
butterman and a piece of waste paper.” At 
last, in October 1^54, was published by J. W. 
Parker & Son, an anonymous volume of 191 
pages,* entitled %he Angel in the House : The 
Betrothal. It may be said, at once, although 
it takes us somewhat out of our biographical 

5 
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sequence, that this was followed in 1856 by 

The Bspousals, a volume (pf not quite so many 
• pages. A precious volume consisting of copie^ 
of the 1854 and 1856 instalments of Thelfngel 

c 

in the House as altered and re-arranged by 
author for the second tuition of his united 
work, was presented to me by Patmore in 1884. 
This valuable relic lies before me-as d write, 
and the alterations, all in, the poet’s beauti¬ 
ful handwriting, are so very numerous that,/ 
in «many cases, for pages together, the MS* 
entries exceed the print in bulk. In later 
reissues Patrpor’e was incessantly revising and 
remoulding the text, so that to form a variorum 
edition of The Angel in the House would beji task 
'hfUtv* whioh thfe: boldest bibliographer might 
shrink. But the main radical changes were 
made in, 1 §^7,- aijd since then the poem has 
been, in essential form, what it is to-day. 

One change which must strike every reader 
who studies the abundant' alterations made 
between 1854 and 1857, is a technical, or rather 
a vhythjnical, one. Tennysgrt had not J ceased 
to upbraid Patmore with his want of smooth¬ 
ness ; ne had said that some of his lines seemed 
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“ hammered up out of old nail-heads. ’ When 

Patmore, as a lad of ^seventeen, began to write 
verses, he possessed, as we have had occasion* 
to note*, ** most defective ear. How far the 
tLtraordinary eccentricities which mar his vol¬ 
ume of 1844 were \/ilful or accidental we are 
hardly in a position to decide, but to read many 
of those eafly lyrics is like riding down a frozan 
lane in a springless\:art. He had his peculiar 
theories of stress and accentuation, but I think, 

' also, that he had mucifWin the Art of Poetjy to 
learn. When he came to compose The Be¬ 
trothal in 1850, the lesson wa$ already half 
prepared, and we arc safe in attributing the 
incrgase.Jn smoothness and felicity to the close 
companionship with Tennyson which he lffl i 
been enjoying. But it was not until a still 
later date that he gave his mind dc^ety, for the 
first time, to the study of English metrical law, 
and the proofs of the result lie scattered broad¬ 
cast over*the pages of his MS. One example 
will show this as well as a hundred. In 1854 
he had printed 

1 

For thus I think, if any I *ee 
Who falls short of my high desire, 
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but this could not satisfy the fastidiousness of 

1857, and it was changed to :— 

For thus I think, if one I see 
Who disappoints my high, desire, . 

As every one knows, The Angel in tjg. 
House is written in a uniform measure of 
alternate rhyming eights, the commonest metre 
for humble hymns and ballads that has ever 
been invented. Patmore f was often attacked 
by the critics for using this humdrum, jigging 
measure, and he wasoncp challenged to say why- 
he had chosen it. He replied that he did so of 
set purpose, prvttl) because at that particular 
time the Brownings and even Tennyson, with 
the Spasmodists Jin their wake, were cKverging 
into the n\q,st quaint and extravagant forms, 
and he wished to call the public back to sim¬ 
plicity ; but partly also because it was a swift 
and jocund measure, full of laughter and gaiety, 
suitable, not to pathetic themes, but to a song 
of chaste love and fortunate marriage. No 
doubt there is truth in this, and the simplicity 
of Patmore’s measure pleases us still while the 

C 

fantastic variety of his friend Woolner in 
My BA*utiful Lady (1863), a poem which once 
threatened to be a serious rival to Patmore’s, 
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has long -ago become a weariness. That Pat¬ 
more, as he used hotly to aver, did not neglect 
the .g glishi ng and fashioning of his facile metre,* 
^comparison of the,different texts amply proves. 

But the alterations which he made were 
of a far more radio! kind than were involved 
in mere rhythmical correction. He cancelled 
long passages, added new ones, remove*! 
stanzas from one'part of the structure to 
.another, and almost ;n every case these bold 
and essential changes were improvements. 
There can be no question, and the point 
is one of great interest in tlie career of a 
poet, tjjat in 1857 Patmore was in enjoyment 
of i:®n<?vv flush of creative falent. There is 
therefore a peculiar interest In wi*at hct*r»tc 
at that time, and I do not scruple to print here 
one or two fragments which occui im«the MS., 
but which I cannot discover were then or have 
ever since been printed. What whim con¬ 
strained the poet finally to exclude this ex¬ 
quisite little “ epigram ” with which he had 
closed the seventh c^nto of his work >— 

“ Rejoice evermore ! ” 

.1 err’d this day, O Lord, and am 
Not worthy to be called Thy son ; 
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But if Thy will be, heavenly Lamb, . 

That I rejoice, Thy will be done! 

Death I deserve; I am yet in life; 

Ill is my wage, Thou pay’st me good,--' 

These are my children, thjs my wife, 

I feel the Spring, I taste my food. 

Thy love exceeds, then, 'fl my blame. 

O grant me, since Thou grantest these, 

Grace to put “ Hallow’d be Thy name ” 

Before “ Forgive my tr^Jpasses.” 

Still less reason doe,s there seem to have been 
for ultimately rejecting “ Love of Loves ” :— 

“ The man seeks first to please his wife,” 

Declares, but not complains, Saint Paul; 

And other loves have little life 

When she’s not loved the most of all. 

We cannot weigh or measure love, 

And tj)i? excess, assure you well, 
ft sinful, is a sin whereof 
Only the best are capable. 

The close of tlje following brilliant and 
highly characteristic section appears only in 
the original draft of the pQem. Mr. Basil 
Champneys thinks that the excision of this 
passage points to the fact tha| the sense of 
it was no* in accordance r wi£h Roman doc¬ 
trine. ]^Ir. Champneys takes occasion to give 
an admirable definition of Patmore’s peculiar 
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view that “ marriage, in its fullest fruition, 
exalts rather than compromises essential purity, 
s °*loQ^as the partners to it preserved a sense* 
its sacramental character, of its never-failing 
freshness and mystery.” This is unquestion¬ 
ably true, but this \vas Patmore’s creed after 
as well as before his conversion, and to the end 
of his life.' The conversion, moreover, took 
place in 1864, while* this passage was cancelled 
.in 1857. We must Jook, I think, for some 
other reason, probably a purely literarj* in¬ 
stinct or caprice, for the disappearance of these 
beautiful lines. As the poet iJbmposed them, 
they sfcpuld have qune between “ Love and 
Honour” and “ Valour Misdirected ” :— 

The Vestal Fire. 

Virgins are they, before the Lord, 

Whose hearts are pure ; “ the “vestaf fife 
Is not,” so runs the Poet’s word, 

“ By marriage quenched, but flames the higher ” ; 
Warm,^living is the praise thereof; 

And wedded lives, which not belie 
The honourable heart of love, 

Are fountairfc # of virginity. 

One more epigram is far too delightful to 
be lost:— 
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Nota Bene. 

Wouldst thou my verse to thee should prove 
How sweet love is ? When all is read, 

Add “ In divinity and love 

What’s worth the saying can't bfe said. 1 

There is plenty of evidence of the gretft* 
seriousness with which Pat.nore composed and 
revised all portions of A he Angel in the 
House. He did not regard jt as a mere work 
of entertainment, or evei; as an artistic ex¬ 
periment, but as a' task of deep social and 
mor^l importance which he was called upon 
to fulfil. This sense of the gravity of his 
mission took, jn 1854, a form which he pro¬ 
ceeded immediately to reject, no doubt be¬ 
cause the expression of his feeling, .though 
natural to himself, might strike a reader as 
arrogant. The canto now called “ The 
Friends ” was originally intended to begin with 
these lines:— 

May these my songs inaugurate 
The day of a new chivalry,. 

Which shall not feel the mortal fate 
Of fashion, chance or phantasy. 

£ The ditties of the knightly tiipe; 

The deep-conceiving dreams of youth, 

Wi^b sweet corroboration chime. 

And I believe that love’s the truth. 
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The expression here might not be judicious 
from the lips of a very young writer, but it was 
essentially justified. The curates and the old 1 
maids'wJft) wete presently to buy the poems of 
* Patmore as the sweetest, safest sugar-plums of 
the sheltered intellectual life, were themselves 
responsible for the view they took of The 
Angel j.n the House. They imagined the 
grim and rather sinister author to be a kind of 
sportive lambkin, v^th his tail tied in bows 
of blue riband. But Tatmore was a msyi of 
the highest seriousness; he aimed at nothing 
less th~n an exposition of fhe^ivine mystery 
of wedlock, and no reader should consider that 
he haj^athomed. or*even dipped into, the real 
subject of the poem, until he»has mastered the 
wonderful sections at the close, called “ The 
Wedding ” and “ The Amaranth.Here the 
ideal of nuptial love is described and expatiated 
upon, as perhaps by no other modern poet, 
with the purity atf a saint and the passion of a 
flaming lover. 

In the originai^draft, Vaughan, the suppqged 
writer of the poem,’and his wife, confess that 
they expect it to be cruelly handled*by the 
reviewers, but anticipate the consola’%i^j of 
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a warm letter of praise from the Laureate. 

‘ Of this latter satisfaction, they were at 
fifcst certain; we have seen that since 1846 
Tennyson had been the nearest andUuTmost 
admired of Patmore’s friends, and the in¬ 
fluence of his comments ahd encouragements 
is certainly marked in the texture of The 
Angel in the House. But Patmorfc had 
good reason to dread th/v cruelties of the 
professional critics. His earlier volumes had 
received abuse of a kin*d such as we can now 
hardly conceive of. Blackwood's Maga¬ 
zine , which had sent Keats “ back to his 
gallipots,” had learned np lesson frqnpi the 
passage of years 0 ; it had called Pasmore’s 
r verses* slime,' “ the spawn of frogs,” and 
“ the ultimate terminus of poetical degra¬ 
dation.” elt is bnly fair to say that, before 
his death, Professor Wilson apologized for the 
virulence of this disgusting article. Other 
reviews, without being so offensive" as this, 
had been very disagreeable. .In those days 
a ybung poet had to fight f<sr his place, and 
the moje original he was, the harder was the 
struggle. On the whole, however, the recep- 
tioj y€eThe Angel in the Blouse was not unkind. 
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The Athenaum , it is true, published a very 
cruel'article, which began as follows:— 

“ gentle reader vte apprize That thi$" 
^w Angel in the House Contains a tale not 
very wise About a Person and a Spouse. The 
author, gentle as a? lamb, Has managed his 
rhymes to fit, And haply fancies he has writ 
Anothef In Memoriam” * 

If this is read aloud, it will be seen to be a not 
uningenious parody o\the measure of the origi¬ 
nal. The whole review was composed in "this 
form, and was the work of a then notorious musical 
and literary critic, Henry FotKh-gill Chorley. 

The^reaking ouf of the Indian Mutiny 
caused"Phe poet to suspend fof a year the pub¬ 
lication of the revised and united Angel in the 
House. But in 1858, after so many sorrows and 
such a shedding of the nation's besSblood in 
Russia and in India, the public mind in England 
was eager for domesticity and rest. The tender 
purity of Tatmore’s poem, its direct appeal to 
the primitive emotions of the heart, precisely 
suited ^English feeding. The Angel in the HdUse 
began to sell in hundreds, then in thousands, 
and it soon became the most popular poem of 
the day. w 
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The author proceeded to expand it. In 

i860 he published Faithful for Ever, in which 

^Frederick Graham, the rejected suitor of the 

Angel, marries a woman not specially suited 

• ^ * 

to him, but one who, by dint of worthiness of 
soul and a striving after higher things, becomes 
a helpmeet in the best sense. It cannot be 
s£id that this theme lends itself well to poetry, 
and the form Patmore now adopted, that of 
letters in octosyllabic rlyme passing between 
the characters, was ill adapted to his purpose. 
Faithful for Ever was soon melted into its 
successor, Fhe*Yictories of Love, and it is now 
by no means easy to detacfy it from the general 
texture of the whole. All this time th»« 4 iealth 
' of Emily Patmore had been steadily undermined 
by consumption. On July 5, 1862, she passed 
away, aiuKthe An^el in the House was buried 
in Hendon churchyard. Whether or not the 
final section of his poem, Fhe Victories of 
Love, in which the pathetic parting of married 
lovers is dwelt upon with exquisite tenderness, 
was written before the death of Emily Pat¬ 
more, appears to be doubtful, but the dates 
suggest that it was largely composed in pre- 
mopj$bn of that event. Without dwelling 
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on so pri.vate and so delicate a subject, there 

can be no indiscretion now in saying that 
certain of the most poignant odes in Unknown' 
Eros embalm memories and episodes of this 
long-drawn, sad farewell. The Victories of 
Love was composed in a vein* more resigned 
if not less ardent, and in the sermon near the 
close erf it *Patmore distinctly prophesied erf 
those psychological/mysteries to which, under 
the influence of h 5 $ second marriage, his 
intellect was to submi? itself so freely. • 

It is worth noting that The Victories of Love 
appeared, in 1862, in successi**: numbers of 
Macmijgan’s Magazine, where they must have 
greatly^urprised the readers erf that periodical, 
utterly unaccustomed to so strange a sort of 
serial. But I am told by Dr. Garnett that the 
offer of £100 for this use in the m'Jg^zinc was 
gladly accepted by Patmore, who was some¬ 
what overborne by the expenses of his wife’s 
long illness. In the next year The Victories 
of Love appeared as a small volume, and in 
course* of time*# having long swallqwed .up 
Faithful for Ever , it has itself been absorbed in 
the general text of The Angel in the Aouse. 



•Chapter III 

“ THE ANGEL IN THE HOUSE ” 

t 

A MONGr the poets -of the Preraphaelite 
school, with whom Patmore was 
associated when he was writing The 
Angel in the House, freshness,of impression to the 
eye and ear was aimed a/by a great solicitude 
for ingenuous verse-effects. In the case o*f 
D. G. Rossetti the metrical simplicity of poems 
like “The Blejsecf Damozel ” and “Jenny” is 
found contrasted with delicate inventions such 

O 

as we meet with in “Love’s Nocturn” and “First 
Love Remembered.” Morris had cultivated 
terza rima in “ The Defence of Guinevere,” 
curious .choral forms of a mediaeval kind in 
“ The Chapel in Lyoness,” and in “ Rapun- 
zel,” and strange arrangement of rhymes in his 
refrained ballads. In the* poem ‘which is 
almost the only direct attempt to rival The 
Angel iff, the House , Wooing s My Beautiful 
Lady , each canto is composed in a different 
metre,°and some of the stanzaic forms are as 

78 
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elaborate and artificial as those used in the 
seventeenth century by the school of George 
Herbert. In the face of.this general tendency 
to consider metrical variety and originality 
e*ssential, we have ssen that Patmore composed 
his great work in a measure of the most hum¬ 
drum simplicity. The “ modest and unpre- 
tentio\*s ” metre which he chose was that 
of the rhymed octosyllabic quatrain. 

In advancing years, Patmore became very 
Sensitive to criticism of the vehicle whicjjt he 
had adopted. He resented extremely the 
charge which was occasionally kyought against 
the movement of The Angel in the House that 
it wa£ “ garrulous*” and ‘J,prattling.” He 
stated in the strongest terms «that*it was with 
deliberation, and in order to secure certain 
effects which thereby he did.secu*^, that he 
had chosen what he thought a gay and jocund 
measure, peculiarly well adapted to celebrate 
the joys of marriage. He thought the exaggera¬ 
tions of metrical display, to which our romantic 
poets have consft^ntly been prone, vulgar %nd 
ugly, and the employment of them likely to 
disgust the reader with a theme of any inherent 
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delicacy. In his Essay on English Metrical Law , 
which was printed in 1856, he adroitly justifies 
the use which he had just beea making of the 
common eight-syllable quatrain by describing 
it as" a^neasure particularly by 

early critics, and ^ntmw^;<d|^ilS|^by 
poets in ail times, for erotic poetry, oiasacctmnt 
di its joyous air.” These statements, as«wejl as 
the observation that it^wes its “ unusual 
rapidity of moHmenf”^to the fact that it is 
acatalectic, or existing In a state of breathless 
continuity, may be contested, and were at once 
chalknged by*Tennyson. But the interesting 
point is the proof this passage give* the 
mode id whichfPatmore. regarded th^metre 
which he ha*d chosen. i 7 £ 


He was alive to the danger of losing himself 
in anaritfiive which, however niot^Ott^ to 
himself; might seem vapid and trivial to his 
readers. As a matter of fact,♦the actual story 
of 7 he Angel in the House is of a nature similar 
to those told in exactly cpptemporary novels, 
such as Bar Chester Towers and if be Daisy°Cbain. 
The film thing it was essential for Patmore to 
do w& to replace an element ofrtalistic eater- 


• Emily Augusta Patmore. 

From a Pot trait by Sir John / /‘PA. 0®'*) 
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|ti in the supply °i which he could not 
ompete with Miss Yonge and Anthony 
bydelicatp ingenuities of art and by 

_s>f consistent philosophy. The structure 

of The "Angel in the House is ingenious, and far 
more elaborate than the casual reader suspects. 
The poem proper is fronted by a Prologue, and 
is dmded idto two books, each book contaimxfg 
twelve canto8, each*tanto being subdivided into 
a prelude, a segment of narrative, and certain 
epIgJisns or epilogues Vhich are independent 
of the story. £ I t must be^ remembered that we 
potted but a portion of the work, which in the 
ties was, as D. G. Rossetti reports, 

_ . W * # /I 



. to he bigger than the Divine Com 
media. Had Patmore carried outfhis scheme, 
the recurrence of motifs throughout would 
harebeen still more marked than^t is, and 
the the poem as a work ©fart 

still more apparent. The * preludes ” would 
thcnJbavebeen seen to form a poem in themr 
sdves^ a philosophical setting, of which faith; 

tfre was the theme <«n&#e/ 
|:P • 4 /'• 11 ' 

O if fa Angel in - thPUwe 
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was one which was generally misunderstood 
even by those who fell most directly under 
Its charm. The poem was, primarily and 
obviously, a breviary for lovers, and in this 
capacity no subtlety was needed to compre¬ 
hend it. It pleased all women and many men, 
and those who traced in it the echo of their 
own sentiments did not trouble themselves to 
inquire whether the poe'c had any deeper 
meaning than-appeared upon the surface of his 
work. Youths and mafdens liked to recognize 
their own flushed and dreamy faces reflected 
upon a mirror so flattering and so limpid. Such 
readers saw that the poernwas simple, and they 
rejoiced in its ‘simplicity without troubling 
themselves ’to realize that the writer of it was 
complicated. The effect of the poem on a very 
large number of persons who had not up to that 
time been captured by the spell of poetry was 
very extraordinary. The Angel in the House 
performed a work of imaginative conciliation; 
it brought into the fold of lovers of literature 
a"vast number of young me^and womfcn who 
had hitherto been utterly recalcitrant to the 
charm of verse. These readers discovered that 
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the instincts which they had experienced in 
silence, with an abashed acquiescence in the 
cenviction that they could never be put intb 
words, were here actually interpreted in 
language of great sweetness and melody, and 
treated as matters of high public importance. 

The subject of Patmore’s poem was singu¬ 
larly Original. The general tendency of the 
time was to a certain lawlessness in the treat¬ 
ment of sexual passion. A wholesome reaction 
against the fcynid ancf commonplace coifceal- 
ment of the enormous, part that sex takes in 
the whole comity of man was*expressing itself 
more or less rebeljiously, with more or less 
juvenile exaggeration. A ^reat poet, the 
contemporary of Patmore, hacl go*ne so far as 
to denounce, with scorn and hatred, those who 
wish aux choses de Vamoun meler Vhonnitete. 
There would seem to be absolutely nothing 
in common between Baudelaire and the 
English poet who more than any other has 
celebrated FhoniUtete in love ; but there is this, 
their ftitense preoccupation with the problem 
of sex. The illustrious Frenchman, to use a 
familiar image, approached the subjecf as the 
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poacher, Patmore as the gamekeeper,, and th< 
great originality of the latter consists in th< 
boldness with which he has accepted marriage, 
which almost all other poets had treated as 
either the enemy or the conclusion of love, as 
being its very object and summit. What is 
not instantly observed is that to Patmore, 
within the pale of the mysterious sacrament of 
marriage, no less psycholqgical ingenuity is 
possible than to Baudelaire outside it. A very 
curious instance of this freedom is to be-^founcl 
in the sympathy which Patmore felt for the 
boudoir-novelists of the eighteenth century. I 
recollect, in 1881, a most interesting conversa¬ 
tion with him A>out Les Matinees de Cythere 
of Crebillon fils , in the course of which he 
maintained, paradoxically, that such books were 
not corrupt though they might be dangerous, 
that they contained most valuable analyses of 
the human heart, and that their sentimental 

0 ■ 

refinements were a tribute to the ‘Species of 
occult divinity of which their excesses were 
pcswerless to deprive their t^me. 

The plan of The Angel in the House supposed 
that a modern poet, named Vaughan, while 
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walking {through the fields with his wife on 
the eighth anniversary of their wedding-day, 
divulged to her the* secrSt that he intended to 
compose a poem of a perfectly new class. 

The wife, not versed in thejhistory of litera¬ 
ture, supposes this to be either the life of King 
Arthur or the Fall of Jerusalem, but Vaughan 
corr?ffts her:— 

Neither: your gentle self, my wife, 

And love, that grows from one to all. 

Fie* is a slow writer, however, and it not 
until a year later that jhe hands her, on their 
ninth wedding-day, “ his leisure’s labour ‘ Book 
the Fh*st.’ ” This external myth, which recurs 
at distant intervals, was doubtless designed to 
prevent, what always annoyed Pa*tmore by its 
ineptitude, the identification of himself and 
his first wife with the hero, and heroine of the 
poem. But before we start the story, we have 
in the preludes to the “ Cathedral Close,” the 
key-not£ struck of the theme and temper of 
what is to follow: — 

Thou PrimsV)Love, who grantest wing* 

And voice* to the woodland birds. 

Grant me the power of saying things 
. Too simple and too sweet for words . . . 
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The richest realm of all the earth . 

Is counted still a heathen land : 

Lo! I, like JosJiua, now go forth 
To give it into Israel’s hand. 

Leaving us still somewhat uncertain as t 
the actual latitude and longitude of th: 
mysterious realm, the poet pauses no longer bu 
starts his story : In the Close of SarumpDear 
Churchill, a widower, brings up in a stately anc 
evangelical decorum, three lovely daughters^ 
Honoria, Mildred and Mary. When Vaughan, 
still “ a rude boy £ ” J?,ad been intimate with 
the family, six years before, the girls were 
prigs and prudes. He see% them again, and is 
overwhelme4 by the charm of their mellowing 
graces. His age, his temperament, his oppor¬ 
tunity, alike combine to concentrate all his 
nature on the pursuit of feminine beauty, and 
the poet well paints the egotism of the in¬ 
stinctive lover, who could adore all the sisters, 
or any one of the three, being at first blindly 
and foolishly subdued to the general fascination 
of them * 11 . In this conditio®; delicately poly- 
gamous^ and universally enflamed, he pours 
forth a sort of canticle which is one of the 
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of the most felicitous passages in the whole of 
Patmore’s poetry. Jt must be quoted in it# 
entirety:— ' 

Whene’er I come where ladies are, 

How sad soever I was before, 

Though like a ship frost-bound and far 
Withheld in ice from the ocean’s roar, 
:Third-winter’d in that dreadful dock, 

With stiffen’d, cordage, sails decay’d. 

And crew that care for calm and shock 
Alike, too dull to fce dismay’d, 

?ct, if I come where ladies are, 

How sad soever I vyas before, 

Then is my sadness banish’cl far, 

And I am like that ship no more ; 

Or, like that ship*if the ice-field splits, 

Burst by the sudden polar 4 Spring, 

And all thank God for their wAmin% wits, 

And kiss each other and dance and sing, 

And hoist fresh sails, that make thc # breeze 
Blow them along the liayid sea, 

Out of the North, where life did freeze, 

Into the haven where they would be. 

(The’reader will not fail to notice the 
anapaestic movements introduced here into the 
humQrum mes^tre, with the symbolic purpose 
of illustrating the pulse and glow of life in its 
new vague impulse.) Vaughan is no^v in that 
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very dangerous state in which the heart, having 
got the habit of loving, is ready to be set on 
fire by every spark ob-beauty. Fortunately, the 
clouds of roseate radiance" promptly clear 
away, and he sees Honoria, like Venus in the 
boscages of Ida, obviously and unquestionably 
sweeter than her sisters. There is no sign, for 
a'while, that his suit is to be encoiiraged^and 
he dies a thousand deaths or fantastic agony in 
his impatience. Here Patmore is extremely 
skilful in showing what' the effect of love is 
upon the young man’s nature. This new-born 

( to •• 

passion, concentrated at last in timid worship 
upon Honoria, tends to the mysterious exalta¬ 
tion of his wholes being:— 

< c 

His merits in her presence grow, 

To match the promise in her eyes, 

And round hej happy footsteps blow 
The authentic airs of Paradise. 

Her presence, in short, and the complex 
emotions which she awakens in him, Reveal to 
him his own power to feel, his very heart, and 
even the* material amplitude «$f the universe. 
In this exaltation, the incongruities of social 
existence fade away to nothingness; they are 
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burned up in the fire of feeling; and the 
same transcendent rapture clothes the arti¬ 
fice of life at the Close of &arum as to a different 
class of lover covers the abandonment of 
savage womanhood on the reefs of Tahiti or in 
the woodlands of Ceylon. The accidents of 
civilized life—a respectable house, elegant 
clotkw, the amenities of a reformed (anH 
endowed) religion,’ all the comfortable and 
absurd prose of contemporary middle-class 
felicity*—are transfigured by the delirium of the 
sexual instinct. The cleverness of Patmore 
in dwelling upon all this, which every one had 
vaguely felt, but w^ich no one had ever been 
willing to record, is positively*astonishing. He 
paints the flush and rainbow of young love in 
all its exquisite fatuity, yet without slipping into 
the ridiculous. What, for instance, could be 
more ingenious than Vaugfian’s philosophical 
rhapsody about Clothes ? The young Churchill 
ladies appear freshly dressed for an archery 
party. We see them in our mind’s eye, with 
the blight silks tyrawn over enormous crino¬ 
lines, revealing the short lilac gloves, and the 
neat balmorals below. Nothing, itwoulS seem, 
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could be more respectable, and nothing more 
odious to the Muses. Nothing less amenable 
to the sway of Eros, that great god, naked and 
terrible. There are types and images of beauty, 
justified by the tradition of poetry and paint¬ 
ing, which demand, surely, that the lover 
should avert his eyes from these ballooning 
crinolines ? 

No ! that eclecticism will suffice for literature 
and art, but life is differently constituted. The 
attraction of pure sexual instinct cuts through 
all such conventions, .and Vaughan learns, as 
the most delicate poet of antiquity learned be¬ 
fore him, nescit amor f risers cedere imaginibus. 
The Churchill ladies start in all their modest 
finery for the garden-party, and this is how 

their dresses are transfigured :— 

• 

c 

Boon Nature to the woman bows; 

She walks in earth’s whole glory clad. 

And, chiefest for herself of shows, 

All others help her, and are glad: 

No splendour ’neath the sky’s proud dome 
jiut serves for her familia^twear; 

The far-fetch’d diamond finds its home 
c Flashing and smouldering in her hair; 

For her the seas their pearls reveal; 
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Ait and strange lands her pomp supply 

With purple, chrome and cochineal, 

Ochre, and lapis lazuli j, 

The worm its golden woof presents; 

Whatever runs, flies, dives or delves, 

All doff for her their ornaments 

Which suit her better than themselves; 

And all, by this their power to give, 

Proving her right to take, proclaim 

•^■Mer beauty’s clear prerogative 

To profit so by* Eden’s blame. 

» 

The story, if story it can be called, now 
pursue? its innocuous course. Vaughan 4 s of 
good birth, sufficient .wealth and agreeable 
features; the match is one in which the 
widowed Dean has,no excuse for delaying to 
acquiesce. The course of love flow§ as smoothly 
as the sleepy river of Avon among its water- 
lilies. The young man suffers a few suitable 
and necessary delays, during the course of 
which he abandons himself to agonies of fear, 
and then is invited, at his own request, to 
discuss some “ business,” to the Deanery to 
dinner. The ladies rise and leave to their 
“ tasteless wine** the elder and the <younger 
gentleman. The Dean talks about the British 
Association, about antiquities at Abury:— 
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Last, 

He hoped the business was not bad 
I came about: then the wine pass’d. 

A full glass prefaced my*re^>ly; 

I loved his daughter, Honor; I told 
My estates and prospects; might I try 
To win htr ? At my words so bold 
My sick heart sank. 

Ah ! si jeunesse savait ! the Dean, oafy too 
delighted, gives his glad consent at once. It 
was these narrative'graces, so curiously in the 
exact taste of the time,“which made 7 he Angel 
in the House a direct rival to the guileless 
domestic roman.ces~of 1850. 

Patmore was highly sensitive to the criticism 
which was sometimes directed to this portion 
of his work: Such lines as:— 

“ Look, is not this a pretty shawl, 

Auni’s parting gift ? ” “ She’s always kind.” 

“ The new win£ spoils Sir John’s old Hall; 

You’ll see it, if you pull the blind,” 

or, still worse, from 7 he Victories tf Love — 

M Also, I thank you for the frocks 
And shoes for babyc® I (D.V.) 

Shall wean him soon,” 

represented a strong desire on the poet’s part 
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to eschew all rhetoric, and to produce a per¬ 
fectly faithful impression. In some cases, 
happier than these, he succeeds, but too often 
he fails to be distinguished. It is extremely 
difficult to say where success ends and failure 
abruptly begins in these cases. The instinct 
for style is a delicate thing, and it sometimes 
prg$M*ves Robert Browning while it abandons 
Elizabeth Barrett, br takes Tennyson smoothly 
over reefs upon which Patmore strikes. The 
fact remains that the' 1 story of The Angel in 
the House, which was that which attracted to 
it at first tens of thousands of readers who 
cared little for poetry, is now to be neglected. 
What arrests our attention i» the lyrical psy¬ 
chology of the “ preludes ” and epilogues which 
form the setting of each canto. 

The philosophical interest of ’the poem 
becomes lively at the point*where an ordinary 
love-tale becomes dull, namely, when the 
lover is tuxeptecT. At this juncture the poet 
draws aside for a moment to make a personal 
confession:— 

How vilely ’twere to misdeserve 
The poet’s gift of perfect speech. 
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In song to try, with trembling nerve, 

The limits of its utmost reach, 

Only to sound the wretched praise 
Of what to-mbrrow shall not be; 

So mocking with immortal bays 
The cross-bones of mortality! 

I do not thus. 

And in his close study of enchanted instinct, 
he does not forget that this passion of betrothal 
is the preparation for a great and holy sacra¬ 
ment. What thrills the lover with so bewilder¬ 
ing a sweetness that he seems translated into 
a new sphere, is the ecstasy of feeling that he 
loves on earth as'the blessed love in heaven. 
In describing the strange violence of this 
illusion, which js purely "a matter of sexual 
instinct at base, but which suggestion dyes 
with all the colours of spiritual romance, 
Patmore attains a rare precision of insight. 
Shakespeare has scarcely surpassed this close and 
sympathetic observation of that mystery of 
erotic infatuation which invades ajid over¬ 
whelms the spirit of a pure and ardent in¬ 
amorato— 

Hoto strange a thing a lover seems 
To animals that do not love ! 

Lo ! where he walks and talks in dreams, 
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And flouts us with his Lady’s glove; 

How foreign is the garb he wears; 

And how his great devotion mocks 
Our poor propriety and Scares 
The undevout with paradox ! 

His soul, through scorn of worldly care, 

And great extremes of sweet* and gall, 

And musing much on all that’s fair, 

Grows witty and fantastical . . . 

He blanies her, though she has no fault, 

Except the folty to be his ; 

He worships her> the mor^ to exalt 
The profanation of a kiss ; 

Health’s his disease ; *he’s never well 
But when his paleness shames her rose; 

His faith’s a rock-built cit.viel, 

Its sign a flag that each way blows; 

His o’er-fed fancy frets and fumes; 

And Love, in Inm, is fierce^ like Hate, 

And ruffles its ambrosial plumej • 

Against the bars of time and fate. 

The harlequin passion which invades him 
occupies every corner of his heart and distracts 
all the powers of his will. It upsets every 
rule of logic, and makes it a postulate that in 
love the part is greater than the whole. The 
entire»world pasigs into vagueness and dimnqss, 
and the crystal atmosphere in which the be¬ 
loved object seems to walk concentrates upon 
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itself all the radiance and all the reality of the 
universe. In this condition, the lover walks 
in a trance and is so far« removed from the 
moods and interests of other human beings that 
it is only by a sort of theatrical effort that he 
pursues his mortal course from day to day, 
as an actor not as a real protagonist in life. 
Cowley, another very learned * lover j-Kwhad 
observed this lunaoy of the infatuated, and 
in a lucid moment had cried out:— 


I‘wonder what the Grave and Wise 
Think of all us that love ! 

Whether our prett^"Fooleries 
Their Mirth or Anger move; 

They understand not Breath, c that Words do want; 

Our Sighs to thtm are insignificant. 

But Patrtiorb does not consent, even in 
irony, to call the mysterious movements of the 
lover “ fobleries.” He looks upon them as 
inevitable symptofons of the vast change which 
is taking place, and a great originality is 
shown in his analysis of th*e beneficial effect 
which the passion, so oddly initiated, gradually 
h%s uptjjn the nature of both^lovers. It must 
not be overlooked that, in The Angel in the 
Housed Patmore is careful to present to us two 
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hearts yvhicli are fresh, not worn or stale, 
both still wholly virginal in their simple 
delectation. He dwells on the mystic purpose 
of this sexual attraction which he paints so 
clearly, with so little taint of false modesty. 
He shows the general benefit to mankind which 
accrues from the accelerated vigour of the 
individual, and he does not pretend to minf- 
mize the egotism of the lovers. He admits that 
their very sacrifices are egotistical. But he 
revels in praise of tile new courage which 

comes to them from a consciousness of the 

• 

inviolable fidelity of their mutual desires, and 
he launches his ideal couple upon 

Love’s living sea by coasts uncurb’d. 

Its depth, its mystery and its might, 

Its indignation if disturb’d, 

The glittering peace of its delight. 

The careful reader of The Angel in the 
House, and especially of the brilliant and 
elaborate j section ’entitled “The Espousals,” 
will note with admiration the skill with which 
Patmore develops the progress of the passion. 
What is apt to seem a flash of fire to the 
participants, and a pause of unrelieved Medium 

7 
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to the bystander, is perceived by the poet to 
have a logical evolution of its own. He dwells 
with chaste rapture qfi the joys which are tlje 
prelude to that mystery of immaculate indul¬ 
gence which was the aim of his vision. Here 
he was at one with the amorous mystics of the 
poetic literature of all time, with the authors 
of The Song of Songs, and of the 'Pervigilium 
Veneris, and of the Roman 'de la Rose. At his 
highest—as for instance, in the long section 
called “ The Abdication,”—which cannot be 
examined here at length, but should be care¬ 
fully studied—Patmore is with these poets at 
their best. 

An unpublished letter from Carlyle, which 
lies before me rfs I write this page, shows that 
he at least was not blind to the extraordinary 
elevation of this new species of erotic poetry. 
Writing from “ ©ill, Cummertrees, Arran,” 
in 1856, immediately after the publication of 
The Espousals, Carlyle says «. 

“ I brought it with me into these parts, the 
oi\ly modern book I took t^ie trouble* with. 
Certainly it is a beautiful little piece ; high, 
ingenious, fine. The delineation of the thing 
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is managed with great art, thrift , and success 
... I have to own the whole thing is an ideal ; 
soars high above i*eality, ’ and leaves mud of 
,fact {mud, with whatever stepping stones may 
be discoverable there) lying fac under its foot.” 

The veteran Walter Savage Landor wel¬ 
comed the, same volume in terms which were 
sfiff more appropriate. “ Never,” he wrote, 
“was anything more tender ... I rejoice to 
find tliat Poetry has come out again safe, and 
that Love has dipt his wings and cooled his 
tender feet in our own pare streams.” And 
Emerson wrote, “ I give you joy and thanks as 
the ‘maker of this beautiful poem.’ ” 

The philosophy of The Angel in the House, 
however, cannot be appreciated unless we recog¬ 
nize that Patmore loathed and rejected the 
scholastic theory that marriage is nothing but a 
remedium amoris, a compromise with frailty, a 
best way of getting out of a bad business. On 
the contrary, he regarded it as a consecration 
of the highest human virtue, and he held that 
the more exquisite is the goodness which is per¬ 
ceived, or imagined, in each loved one»by the 
other, the more perfect will be the marriage, 
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and more firmly based on reverence and hope. 
It is amusing to record that when he became 
a* Catholic, Patmore'was fdr some time un-* 
certain whether or no to reconcile The Angel , 
in the House with Roman doctrine. At first he 
thought he could not do so, and he withdrew 
the volumes from circulation. Then he was 

t r 

persuaded that their teaching received^ 
radiant justification in the tenets of the 

r* e 

Church, and he resumed his satisfaction in 
them. But, as a matter of fact, the question 
was one neither of-theology nor of logic, but 
of individual lyricism. The Angel in the House 
is a purely aesthetic observation of a certain 
phase of life^ conceived in the intoxicating 
light of imagination. This phase of life is so 
important that all others may be said to 
depend upon it, ^yet from the majority of 
mankind it has received nothing but ridicule 
or neglect. It is Patmore’s ^great claim upon 
our respect that he has perceived ifs dignity 
and recorded its phases. 
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HAMPSTEAD. AND HERON’S GHYLL 


(1862-1870) 

T HE success of The Angel in the House 
was not immediate with the general 
•" public. The poem was anonymous, 
a nd^ -iere seems to be a reluctance on the part 
of readers of poetry to accept verse which is not 
made ^personally attractive by the name of its 
author. The earliest instalment, The Betrothal 
(1854), was hdrly well received by the press, but 
The Espousals (1856) was at first met by total 
silence, the most repulsive* J^pm of attack 
known to the sensitive race of poets. To be 
spoken ill of is painful enough, but not to be 
spoken of at all is a thoussmd times more dis¬ 
tressing. “ Resolving not to die of dignity,” 
however, Patmore wrote to Henry Reeve asking 
him to neutralize in the Edinburgh Review the 
neglect of the rest of the press, but it was not 
until 1858 that'fn admirable article by Aubrey 
de Vere greeted in that powerful o^gan the 

completed edition of the first part of The Angel 

101 
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in the House. By this time the poem had been 
reprinted, and admired, in America, and trans- , 
a'tlantic praise reverberated advantageously in 
the London book-shops. The work which,, 
under the general title, now became so popular, 
was, as must be carefully insisted on, the united 
and almost re-written Betrothal and Espousals. 

But this was but a third of the poenT'as 
Patmore planned it.,, These-two parts were, to 
have • been followed by four others, two of 
which, Faithful for Ever (i860), and Victories 
of Love (1863) actually appeared, as has been 
already reported. 1 Mr. Basil Champneys sur¬ 
mises that, after the death of his first wife, 

“ Patmore had F ot t ^ ie heart to complete the 
scheme, which apparently contemplated giving 
in greater detail the subsequent life of Felix 
and Honoria.” It is doubtful whether he 
would have recovered a freshness of treatment, 
which to most of his readers %eems to flag with 
the opening-of Faithful for Ever. It is no argu¬ 
ment in favour of The Victories of Love that its 
author continued to prefer it to The Betrothal, 
since waiters almost invariably love best their 
least beautiful productions. The question of 
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the development of style in the whole poem has 
already been touched upon. It is enough here 
to say that th? pubKc unquestionably accepted 
fhe two later sections as a pleasant narrative 
in verse tacked on to their gpnuine favourite, 
the history of Felix and Honoria, but it has 


always been to the two earlier sections that 
ffte great success of the work has been attached. 
—W hat that success amounted to, it may be 
as well to state here, ^although it belong in its 
fullness to a much later period of Patmore’s 
history than we have yet reached. It began in 
1863 when the two-volume'edition, including 
The Victories of Lave, for the first time gave 
the general public a uniform^text of their 
favourite work. Long before this, the praises of 
Tennyson and Carlyle, of Ruskin and Rossetti, 
of Robert and Elizabeth Browning, had given 
the author all the encouragemeilt and joy that 
a poet in his yopth could long for. The circle 
like that created by a pebble thrown into a 
pool, vibrated more and more widely, with 
less intensity with greater scop®, and*in a 


very short time The Angel in the Hou^e became 
piost popular poetical work of the genera- 
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tion. It was, for a while, the solitary success¬ 
ful rival of Tennyson’s successive publications, 
competing without difficulty with The Jdyils 
of the King, and with Enoch hrden. 

Among the best critics this popular success was 
itself a danger, and it was the exorbitant prefer¬ 
ence of readers for such innocent and idyllic 
verse that led to the attacks which were directed 
against Tennyson and Patmore alike duringjj^ 
revolutionary period which followedthepubli- 
cation of Mr. Swinburne’s Poems and Ballads in 
1866. It may be said that it was from 1854 to 
1864 that the fame of Patmore, as the poet of 
The Angel in the House, was most prevalent 
with the critics. ' Up to this time, he was not 
a popular poet, but he was praised with th® 
greatest enthusiasm by those who were accepted 
as judges. After this, for some fifteen years, 
he fell into critical desuetude, and was the 
, object of very sarcastic and Qften very unjust 
animadversions; but the public did not follow 
the critics. Just about the time when their 
reviews began to tell them not to admire The 
Angel in the House , readers found that they had 
formed a passion for it, and the popularity of 




the book steadily increased. At the time of 
Patmore’s death, it was found that the total 
sale ha„d exceeded a quartet of a million copies * 
/This result was' due, of course, mainly to 
the eminently attractive nature of the senti¬ 
ment revealed in the poem. But several of 
Patmore’s friends, by ardent and generous 
partisanship, vastly accelerated the apprecia¬ 
tion of educated readers, .^.mong such friends, 
the leading position was taken by RuskhV^who 
overlooked no opportunity, whether in public 
or in private, of enlarging Patmore’s circle of 
admirers. In i860, when tire poet had been 
the victim of some, particularly unintelligent 
piece of reviewers’ folly, Rhskin. seized the 
occasion to make a. sort of public confession of 
faith in the genius of his friend. He wrote, in 
a famous letter:—“ I am ‘bound to express 
my obligation to Mr. Patmore, as one of my 
severest models and tutors in the use of English, 
and my respect for him as one of the truest and 
tenderest thinkers who have ever illustrated 
the most important, because commoncit, states 
of hunlan life.” All through this period, from 
The Elements of Drawing of 1857 to Sesame 
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and Lilies in 1865, when Ruskin’s support was 
most valuable in consideration of his vast and, 
•docile circle of disciples,,he never hesitated to 
give it to the poet whofn he admired and 
esteemed so highly. He quoted and praised 
The Angel in the House in his lectures; he 
recommended it to the enthusiastic clubs and 
coteries that begged him for advice. Rug&in 
never shifted his allegiance ; the first time h e 
rea<L : The Betrothal he said that the -Complete 
wc£k “ ought to become one of the most 
blessedly popular books in the language,” and 
he consistently • did what he could to hasten 
on this pleasant consummation. 

On July 5, 1862, in a little house which they 
were renting at Hampstead, Emily Patmore 
died after a long illness. This event formed a 
crisis in the career of her husband, and some¬ 
thing of a« changed view both of life and 
literature appears in his diary and his letters 
from this moment. He had become absorbed 
in and as it were transmuted by her presence. 
It was .with reluctance thaa- he left her for a 
few hours each day, and with violent emotions 
of home-sickness he went straight back to her 
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as soon as his duties permitted his return. 
“ Her kind and wise mind ; her wifely love, 
which # acutely felt .every variation of my’ 
irregular moods, yfct never showed any impa¬ 
tience ; her honest heart, which instantly dis¬ 
cerned the right in every moral question ; 
her lofty simplicity,” these were traits to 
which he never became accustomed, but which 
h&ld their lustre fleshly for him to the last. 
Ip terrfos of admirable felicity, he had ^oted 
that:—* 

An idle poet, here and ther<^ 

Looks round him; but, foVall the rest, 

The world, unfathomably fair, 

Is duller than a*witling’s jejt. 

Love wakes men, once a lifetime cafch ; 

They lift their heavy lids, and look; 

And, lo, what one sweet page can teach, 

They read with joy, then shut the.> book. 

And some give thanks, and jome blaspheme, 

And most forget: but, either w$y, 

That and the Child’s unheeded dream 
Is. all the ligltt of all their day. 

In this mellow light Patmore had lived for 
fifteen years, always conscious of its radiance, 
not forgetting, not blaspheming, never failing 
to give thanks. There was but one source of 
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possible division between him and his wife, and 

that had not become a serious one when she 

\ 

• was taken from him. More precisely, perhaps, 
it should be said that it h^d only just become 
serious. Emily Patmore “ had been terrified 
from her cradle with the hideous phantom 
which Puritanism conjures up when the 
Catholic religion is named.” Coventry Bat- 
more, a mystic in the very essence of his natu re. 
was/*iore and more irresistibly, although un¬ 
consciously, being drawn in the direction of 
the transcendent and the supernatural. There 
was no discussionOf religious difficulties between 
the husband and wife, synply because, in the 
advance of heft malady, Emily could not 
endure it. Coventry did not admit, and was 
not indeed aware of any leaning to Rome, but 
the acute'sensibility of his wife detected the 
trend of feeling. On her death-bed, and indeed 
only a few days before the^close, she startled 
him by saying, with tears, “ When Fam gone, 
they (the Catholics) will get you ; and then 
I c shall t see you no more.” <t> 

Her death, occurring at such a psychological 
moment, disturbed almost as much as it 
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grieved him. Ifle was not merely bowed down 
^vith sorrow^ but assailed by poignant doubts. 
The blow was overwhelming in a double direc- , 
tioji, and in its homely aspect it left him, with 
his large young family and his straitened cir¬ 
cumstances, almost helpless to perform the 
duties which had fallen from her hands. Not- 
withstanding this, his spiritual life seems to* 
have become calmer and more concentrated 
than it L^d ever been. He was driven inyipon 
himself. • The loss of His faultless comparwon 
was coincident with a stxang^ unkindness and 
indifference on Tennyson’s £art, which de¬ 
prived him of the friend whom he had loved 
and admired the most. It is probable that his 
affection had never been returned with any¬ 
thing like an equal ardour, but‘this did not 
prevent the fact of Tennyson’^ neglectful silence 
from wounding Patmore to the qtlick. In his 
bitterness, he felt that love and friendship were 
alike lost*to him/and he developed a sort of 
austere inaccessibility which was quite new to 
him. Remembering his experience with Tenny¬ 
son, he was unwilling to trust his confidence 
to others, and he drew aside into loneliness 
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with his children’s animal cares and'wants 
alone to distract him. He was rewarded by x 
,an accession of mystical <=rapture, of which* he 
has given this account:— ’' 

“ For many months after [my wife’s] death, 

I found myself apparently elevated into a 
higher spiritual region, and the recipient of 
tooral powers which I had always sought, Wt 
never before abidingly obtained. As far as I 
could see, God had suddenly conferred upon 
met that quiet personal apprehension and love 
of Him and entire submission to His will, 
which I had so long prayed for in vain ; and 
the argument against my change of religion 
which I had before drawn from my wife’s 
state, I now dfew from my own : concluding 
that this faith could not be wrong which bore 
such good fruits. But I discovered, as the sense 
of her spiritual presence with me gradually 
faded, that I was mistaking the tree which was 
producing these fruitfe. It ’was not? that of 
supernatural grace in me, but the natural 
love of # the beauty of supernatural grace as I 
recalled it in her; and, at the end of a year, 
I found myself greatly advanced indeed towards 
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that inviolable fidelity to God which He 
requires, but still unmistakably short of its 
attainment.” 

During this time*, while he shrank from the 
company of his earlier associates, there were 
some of them who would not let him go. 
Prominent among these was Woolner, whose 
pogm of My *'Beautiful Lady was at this time* 
published, not without Patmore’s careful final 
region, ^ind Aubrey de Vere, of whose ^yrics 
Henry Taylor and Patmore in concert raow 
printed a selection. But the most remarkable 
new acquaintance formed at>this period was 
that of Wiliam Barney, the poet of the Dorset¬ 
shire dialect. All his life, Patmore,was singu¬ 
larly attracted to the language, affnosphere and 
modes of thought of that district of England 
which Mr. Hardy has taught us to call Wessex. 
Patmore thought it the nfost classical, the 
richest and most abundant province of our 
country. .Barnes, although at this time a man of 
over sixty years of age, had not yet inherited his 
full renown. Hi%third collection of Poems of 
Rural Life in the Dorset Dialect had appeared 
in 1862, and had come into Patmore’s hands. 
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ve jpower of idyllic song, but of 
Hmitedfexperience in life and thought. Pat- 
mole Was full of poetry, a$d inspired by trans-» 
cendent speculations; he found Barnes sur¬ 
rounded by glossaries and grammars. As 
Patmore whimsically described'it, years after¬ 
wards, to a friend who had been visiting at 
Came Winterbourne the then very venerable 
Barnes—he wanted to discuss the mystery 
3S. the Incarnation and* he found Barnes 
buried ^in a horrible kind of philological 
thing he * called Tito*’ Patmore retained 
through life his high respect for the character 
and genius of Barnes, but I* do not think that 
he made any further: attempt* to qultivate his 
perianal acquaintance. 1 
*|nls was an example of the ide||$ing habit 
whSfelt grewupon Patmore at this *rime> and 
wludi cc^outed the rest of ill commuhications 
ritt|; Bll^fMow-beings. He was irresistibly 

B t Before them ah exceedingly 
of conduct, of achievement, of 
came up, in common life, 
bsSphtm: beforehand of what 
biim belnh and dome. It was 
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not censoriousness which made him exacting, 
it was rather the heated atmosphere in which he 
saw life. What seemed a harshness often sprang 
out of a fondness, for it v r as his very belief 
in the high capacity of those whom he admired 
which led so inevitably to disappointment. 
He thought in hyperbole, and nothing was 
moderate or mediocre with him. Ii he approved 
of a person, that person walked along the 
mountain-tops, with the light of God upon hiT 
face. He disapproved,' and the man became 
not merely a failure, a poor creature, but a 
positive cretin , a blot upon the face of nature. 
This violence of judgment, and this dispropor¬ 
tionate idealism, had always, no doubt, been 
present in his nature, but they were kept in 
hand by his first wife’s sober and firm influence. 
After her death, in the earliest painful months 
of isolation, they asserted themselves and 
became patently characteristic. 

Patmore’s relations to his own children par¬ 
took of this extravagance of feeling. From 
1862 to 1864 they formed hi c principal solici¬ 
tude, and no man, left I*: dy in this piteous 
condition, was ever more anxious to do his 
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duty to those for whose lives he was responsible. 
Many of his letters from this period have been 
pointed by his careful and* tactful biographer*; 
it is impossible to‘ deny that they give a some¬ 
what painful impression. Oi\e little girl has 
expressed the hope that her sister will not be 
disappointed by something ; her father writes,: 
“•You may be quite sure that I am as tender 
jibout Bertha’s filings gs you are.” The 
four younger children were placed, early in 
1863, in the care of some ladies at Finchley, 
and Patmore saw thorn a] most every day. 
He loved them, and they $eem to have been 
both intelligent and well-behaved. But he 
suffered cruelly from the utterly impossible 
standard of conduct which he placed before 
them. He made no allowance for the insta¬ 
bility of childhood or even- for the frailty of 
mankind. His spirit was ceaselessly sore within 
him because some little naughty person had 
been disobedient, or boisterous, or forgetful. 
“ The immense superiority of girls over boys ” 
struck*him more%nd more forcibly, btit evfcn 
girls were sadly tPTSSf 1 . Quite littl^ girls, 
alas ! find it (JifficvHtto say their prayers and 
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read quite “ as willingly and long and deliber¬ 
ately ” as Patmore expected his daughters 
tfl do. 

> 

The constant strain of 'responsibility for 
these young motherless creatures was very 
trying to his nerves. He gave the subject a 
consideration too constant, and he lost, in his 
lonely excitement, a sense of proportion. A^l 
the little wayward errors which a mother deals 
with so patiently, corrects so gently ^nd says 
nothing about, toSk monstrous proportions to 
this austere idealist, with his impossible expecta¬ 
tions. He was driven to an exaggeration which 
must make us smile. Hg wrote : “ I have 
indeed very-littld respect for children. Their 
so-called innocence is want of practice rather 
than inclination, and all bad passions seem to 
me to be more violent in children than in 
men and women, and more wicked because in 
more immediate conjunction with the divine 
vision.” This view has at least the’ interest 
of being diametrically opposed to the lazy 
optimism which treats child/ zn as waxeii toys 
whose very faults are Sin did not amuse 

Patmore, and what is wc^rthy of a smile is 
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of the moral paradox, 
but its pathetic exaggeration. Before a widower 
with a flock of 7outhful*souls to take care of 
fan write thus, ‘he must have undergone a 
good deal of internal exasperation for which 
his boisterous babes are only in part to blame. 

It was at^ this time, and after one of these 
painful moods, that he wrote the ode called 
“ The Toys,” which illustrates, with more 
delicacy and truth of analysis than any bio¬ 
grapher can hope to seize, the ceaseless oscilla¬ 
tion of his spirit betw«en severity and tender¬ 
ness. It is a “ document ” of the highest 
possibly value to u»in forming a just notion of 
the temperament of Patmore :— * 

My little Son, who looked from thoughtful eyes 
And moved and spoke in quiet grown-up wise. 

Having my law the seventh tim^ disobey’d, 

I struck him, and dismiss’d * 

With hard words and unkiss’d, 

His Mother, who wis patiertt, being dead. 

Then, fearing lest his grief should hinder sleep, 

I visited his bed, 

But fdbnd him slu inhering deep, 

With darken’d eyelid^knfc^jjj^ir lashes yet 
From his late sobbingwvet. 

And I, .with mo|n, * 
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Kissing away his tears, left others of my own ; 

For, on a table drawn beside his head, 
had put, within his reach, 

A box of counters, and a red-vem’d stone, 

A piece of glass abraded by the beach, 

And six or seven shells, 

A bottle with bluebells, 

And two French copper coins, ranged there with careful 


r art, 

To comfort his sad heart. 

So when that night I pray’d 
To God, I wept, and said : 

Ah ! when at last we lie with tranced brea*\ 
Not vexing Thee in death, 

And Thfou rememberest of what toys 
We made our joys, 

How weakly understood 
Thy great commanded good, 

Then, fatherly pot lest. 

Than I whom Thou hast moulded from the clay, 
Thou’lt leave Thy wrath, and say, 

“ I will be sorry for their childishness.” 


But everything was drawing him in one 
inevitable direction, although as yet he knew 
it not. Nothing served to assuage his' melan¬ 
choly, which time seemed to deepen rather 
than to remove. The great ffdigious question 
oppressed his thought:.- and more. He 
was already a man of settVd practical piety, 



an'cT”nothing in his conduct or his habits of 
thought interfered with the perfect candour of 
hi6 soul in relation* to heavenly things. Ih 
l^ter years he never accused himself of anything 
more serious than ignorance of, the will of God 
in this slow and painful transformation of his 
faith. Something began to draw him irresistibly 
the city of Rome, and in February 1864 
Hie obtained the nqedful Ipave of absence for 
the purpose of making a lengthy stay there. 
He started with no anticipations of pleasure 
on the way—“ I expegt to f be very dull and 
miserable,”—but as though drawn by some 
superhuman force .along an inevitable path. 
Aubrey de Vere, however, wis in Rome, “ and 
nobody can be dull or miserable where Mr. de 
Vere is.” Patmore’s first impression of Rome 
was deeply unfavourable; the idealist had 
been at work, as usual, and hSd formed a 
dream-picture o£ a celestial city, all majesty 
and refinement, which the squalid quarters of 
modern Rome most cruelly belied. 

Patmore was idmitted, however, irvto “ the 
best Catholic socIrty'Tf the great centre of 
Catholic life,’ij and\t last, as if quite suddenly, 
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he perceived why he had come to Rome? Tt' 
was that he might get the great question of 
religion settled once and for all. He accepted 
the situation, and placed Himself under the 
regular instruction of a Jesuit, Father Car- 
della. He tells us that all his intellectual 


objections were confuted, and his will was 
more and more powerfully attracted, but that?, 
together with the ^ttractipn, grew the alter-, 
nating reluctance and repulsion. TJais went 
on for many weeks, in the friendly company 
of the gentle and distinguished persons, 
Italian and English, to whom Aubrey de Vere 
had presented him. “Their ways,” he says, 
“ convinced*me that I should not be?leaping 
into any strange gulf of uncongenial life if 
I became a Catholic, but no one helped me 
nearly so much to remove this fear as a lady 
whom I now met in this society.” 

This lady, destined to be Cqyentry Patmore’s 
second Egeria, was Marianne Caroline Byles, 
who had at one time been looked upon as 
likely to* be the second wife/# Manning* and 


who had in comparaftit^lynmature years ex¬ 
changed the Anglican fopTthe (Roman com- 
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mtlfGon. She was older than the poet, being 

at this time nearly forty-two years of age. 

The influence which she exercised over Patmorg 

is best described in his own words:— 

“ I had never before behel4 so beautiful a 

personality, and this beauty seemed to be the 

pure effulgence of Catholic sanctity. Afte; 

a«short acquaintance, which progressed rapidly 

to intimate friendship, I ^sked her to be my 

wife. H^r reply was that she was under a 

formal religious promise never to marry, having 

placed, by the hands of a priest, her written 

undertaking to that effect upon the altar and 

under the chalice* containing the Blessed 

Sacrament. I thought this 'answer final, not 

having any idea how easily such undertakings 

are dispensed with in the Catholic Church, 

provided they are not monastic. I continued, 

but in much depression of spirits* my hitherto 

line of meditatiop, with the same alternation 

of periods of repulsion and attraction, and the 

•same apparent hopelessness of reconciling 

reason and consdfence, till one night, as I was 

sitting alone at iw*^l, it struck rye that 

nothing woulji evfl^bring about this recon- 
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ciliation except the act of submission, "Tf 
that this act certainly would do so. For th 
first time, I felt that I <was able and that 
ought to take this leap . . . and fearing tha, 
the clearness in which my path now lay migh 
be obscured, I set off to the house of the 
Jesuits and insisted on being admitted, though 
it was long after the hour at which tl»e 
rule had closed its ,doo rs - Father Cardella re- c 
fused to receive me as a Catholic there and then, 
but I made my general confession to him, and 
was received a dpy or, two afterwards.” 

Patmore lived thirty-two years after this 
event, but no shadow of religious doubt ever 
crossed his • understanding or his conscience 
again, and we have to regard him from this 
time forward as having come completely into 
harmony with the dogmas and the traditions 
of the Cathdlic Church. In this he displays 
an interesting likeness to a p$>et of the seven¬ 
teenth century whose genius had some rela¬ 
tion with his own, Richard Crashaw. An 
immediate result of the dec^IVe step Patmore 
had taken was to rernCVe^e veil of nervous 
depression which had hufig o\jer hin\. He 
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became radiant with spiritual complacency 
and joy, and everything around him was 
bathed in rose-colour. It’is evident that his* 


relation to Miss 'Byles immediately took a 
fresh aspect. She was the first person, outside 
the circle of the Jesuits, to whom he communi¬ 
cated the fact that he had found peace. Her 
soruples against marriage were no longer 
serious, or—as seems possible—she had dwelt 
upon them with feminine cunning in order to 
force him into the way of her faith. At all 
events we find the coupje promptly betrothed 
(May 1864). But an honourable difficulty 
now arose. Patmor^ had believed Miss Byles 
to be the paid companion of ah elder lady with 
whom she was travelling, and who was evidently 
wealthy. To his extreme confusion he dis¬ 
covered that the money belonged to Miss 
Byles herself, who possessed a ‘considerable 
fortune. Exceedingly annoyed and abashed at 
this circumstance, he suddenly left Rome and 
abandoned his suit; but he was persuaded to 
“ condone the embarrassing condition ” and 
to return. Thejr^Stt* back separately to 
England, and «in Jf?^- were married at Bays- 
water. 
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Of Marianne Patmore, as she now bet^Tnfc, 
singularly little has been preserved or recorded. 
•She was a woman ©f taste and even of a little 
learning, pious, gentle and somewhat timid. 
Her husband’s loud protestations and emphasis 
of statement kept her in a perpetual tremor, 
but she was entirely devoted to love and 

t J 

admiration of him. The faithful biographer, of 
Coventry Patmore ? Mr. Basil Champneys, has^ 
been obliged, after baffling search, to record of 
Marianne, the poet’s second wife, that “ the 
extraordinary self-effacement and reticence 
which was characteristic of her in life seems 
fated to attend her men\pry.” She was her 
husband’s devotftd companion for nearly six¬ 
teen, as her predecessor had been for nearly 
fifteen years. 

It is certain that during the debateable 
period between his first wife’s death and his 
second marriage, Patmore’s ^deas with regard 
to poetry underwent a very remarkable change. 
In later life he was accustomed to insist on the 
es^entiaj oneness of his work and to point to 
its uniform features. -But fitting his eloquent 
casuistry aside, the readej^cannot fail to see a 
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vetf b'l'uad chasm lying between what he wrote 
up to 1862 and what he wrote after that date. 
In the first place the appeal to a popular judg¬ 
ment, to a wide .circle of amiable readers, 
entirely disappears. Patmore, with the re¬ 
moval of so many earthly ties* and with the 
growth of what was mystical and transcendental 
ir^ his temperament, became haughty in his* 
attitude to the wolld. His conscientiousness 
as an artist was quickened, and at the same 
time he ^ive way to a species of intellectual 
arrogance which had always been dormant in 
his nature, but which now took the upper hand. 
He was no longer anxious to please by any 
concessions to the public tasta, an4 the earliest 
sign of his altered temper was that discontinu¬ 
ance, of which mention has already been made, 
of The Angel in the House. In his #ew mood, 
he hadmothing more to tell the curates and the 
ladies about Frederick and Felix. 

His mind turned to another ambition. He 
formed the design of a long poem, the precise 
scope*of which he never divulged, but which 
was to deal witl^the moral questions evoked 
by what the poet considered the gravtf decad- 
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ence of the . \JrTe was to sing, with 'Ter von r 

and despair, a Iona song which few would care 
,to hear, but which had to be sung “ because 
the dark comes on apace, when none can work 
for fear.” From the first he had no illusions 
about the popularity of what he would now 
write :— 

One said, Take up thy Song, 

That breathes the mild and almost mythic time 
Of England’s prime'! 

But I, Ah, me, 

The freedom of the few 

That, in our free land, were indeed the free, 

Can song renew ?*- 

Ill singing ’tis with blotting prison-bars, 

How high soe’er, betwixt us L and the stars; 

Ill singing ’tis when there are none to hear. 

It is of fragments of the poem inspired by 
this theme and in this mood that the Odes of 
1868 were* composed. We may see in these 
nine remarkable fytics a certain note of unity 
in method, but of unity of subject there is very 
little. Patmore intended no doubt to make 
the poem a general confession, a record of his 
soul’s adventures in face of life and the tVorld. 
But it is doubtful whethe^I oven Milton or 
Leopardi, the two poets with wh6m at this 
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junct-*e it is natural to compare him, could 

have succeeded in producing an integral work 
on these particular lines; aqd the partiality of a 
biographer must not blind us to the fact that 
tve are dealing with a writer of less constructive 
force than Leopardi, not to speak of Milton. 

As the vehicle of his Odes, and indeed of 
most of the ihbsequent poetry of his life, Pat¬ 
more chose a curious form, which was justified, 
I think, more by the’ admirable success of many 
of his experiments in it than by its inherent 
beauty. This was a broken and irregular 
arrangement in what he’ described as “ catalec- 
tic ” metre, but which reminded the profane 
of what Patmore particularly.despised and re¬ 
jected, the loose measures called Pindaric after 
Cowley’s misconception of the metrical system 
of Pindar. Patmore scorned the amorphous 
odes of the Restoration period,, and claimed 
that his own had no relation with them. Yet 


when Patmore fc languid and Cowley is 
unusually felicitous, it is difficult to see much 


difference in thefform of their odes. Whether 
Patmore ever acknowledged it or no, or indeed 
whether the fact has ever been observed, I 
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know not, *but the true analogy of his *Qdes i? 
with the Italian lyric of the early Renaissance. 
It is in the writings of Petrarch, and Dante, 
and especially in the Canzoiuer 'e of the firmer, 
that we must look for examples of the source 
of Patmore’s later poetic form. 

At the close of 1865, as it was no longer 
Necessary for him to work for his living, and as 
a tendency to lung complaint warned him of 
the danger of remaining ih London, Patmore 
resigned his position as an assistant in the 
Library of the British Museum, and withdrew 


to the country. "He bought two contiguous 
estates, coveting about four hundred acres, on 


the bonders of .Ashdown 0 Forest in Sussex. 
There vhfc; an ancient, but uncomfortable and 
neglected house, and this, with the whole of 
both estates, had to be taken in hand atid ini- 
fishing* in the past experience of 
Patmpm had prepared him for such labours; 
but hk remarkable business? ability jonjy re¬ 
quired an opportunity to develop itself. “ The 


problem before Mm was to jnake his .house 
healthy* habitable and archiraturally pleasing j 
to concert the land adjoining it /rom its aspect 


Coventry Patmore. 

a Photograph by G. Bradshaw, 1886 . 
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of a abmswhat neglected farm into the suitable 
setting of a gentleman’s residence; to master 
ali t|e details of agricultural management, 
giime|preserving, and the duties of a landlord; 
and lo do all this with extreme economy, so 
that each step taken might enhance the value 
of the estate by more than the expenditure.” 
How he solved the problem is told in the little 
volume entitled How I Managed and Improved 
my Estate (1888), a book which goes far to out¬ 
balance. tJWcharge&so often brought against 
poets as persons Of nobusjptess capacity. After 
1868 it was the garden, che,^sh-ponds and the 
woods which engaged his attention; 

The exquisite serenity of this active and yet 
healthy and cheerful life is reflected oq much 
of the verse that he wrote at this time.' His 
invitation to Felicity was perfectly 9 * responded 
to:—~ 


*• So wijh me wallf 

And view the dreaming field and bony autumn wood,, 
Xnd hc?s7 in humble ruwet goe» 

The , Repcee,. 

J&ixfxQt* a wo^ ^j|pBce lore is 'fled 
A^-tmh^ ia i^injpKause joy is dead . . . 
u*j ; tomEeTuKretue, 
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And glad admire 

How, near Him, sounds of working cease 
In little fervour and much peace; 

And let us talk 

Of holy things in happy mood, 

Learnt of thy blest twin-sister, Certitude. 

He became calm, and he became gleeful. 
The old depressipn of spirits, the old irregu¬ 
larity of mood, passed away, and he was both 
mentally and physically invigorated. The 
name of the estate where the house stood was 
Buxted Old Lands, a titL vvhich the poet con¬ 
sidered neither ptet v nor significant; in 1868 
he altered it to Heron’s Ghyll, in reference 
to the beautiful, but marauding birds which 
gathered to his’fish-ponds as to a banquet. 

In £pril, 1868, Patmore printed for private 
circulation nine of the fragments which he had 
probably 1 been writing at intervals since his 
first wife’s death. They took the form of an 
monymous paper pamphlet, with pale green 

1 Mr. Basil Champneys’ conjecture that all these nine 
des weje suddenly composed in th r first three months of 
868, does not seem to me in acc' rdance with probability 
r with internal evidence; but fro record of their exact 
ates has been preserved. 
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covers, bearing only the words Odes [not pub¬ 
lished ]; a short preface was signed “ C. P., 
Qld Lands, Uckfield, April 17, 1868.” In 
1881, before any bibliographical curiosity in 
Patmore’s writings had been # excited, /I asked 
him how he could account for the extreme 
rarity of these Odes. He. told me that oi\ly 
,250 copies were printed, and that he sent 
copies in all directions, to his friends, and to 
strangers who might, he fancied, be interested 
in them'ih^found that they were uni¬ 
versally received with brfuifference or mystifi¬ 
cation, and so one daj^in.the autumn of 1868, 
as he was seated ii^ front of the great open fire¬ 
place in the hall of Heron*? Ghyll, he deter¬ 
mined to make away with what were left of 
them. His daughters, it appears, had fortun¬ 
ately withdrawn a few, but 103 copies remained, 
and these the poet destroyed then and there. 
The anonymous Odes of 1868 is therefore one of 
the rarest as it is one of the most interesting 
poetical volumes of the Victorian age. 

It Is difficulty account for the frigid recep¬ 
tion, by Patm^te’s particular admirers, of 
poem* so original^and in part so beautiful as 
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these nine odes. Ruskin, it is true, though 
without enthusiasm, “ recognized the noble 1 
nhss ” in them, and” there is some reason t;o 
believe that Carlyle, withjwhom Patmore was 
just nbw again in intimate relations, approved. 
But Aubrey de Vere, whose graceful traditions 
they mortified, strongly disapproved of them, 
and others, like Tennyson, perceived nothing, 
It was at this 'moment that all England had 
its ears open to the brilliant melodies of Mr. 
Swinburne; no other mu c ,ic-^uld oe. heard. 
Yet it seems amaziri^that among all the ini¬ 
tiates and experts to whom the little pamphlet 
was sent there should not h ave been one who 
perceived, as a poftent, the beauty of :— 

Love, light for me 

Thy ruddiest blazing torch, 

That I, 1 albeit a beggar by the Porch 
Of the glad Palace of Virginity, 

May gaze within, and sing the pomp I see; 

For, crown’d with roses all, 

*Tis thou, O Love, they keep thy festival! 

or were amused by the audacity which de¬ 
scribed ^he year 1867, with/ its Reform Bill 
md its Disraeli as Chancellorfof the Exchequer, 
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Year of the great Crime, 

When the false English nobles and their Jew, 

By God demented, slew 

The trust they stood fhrice pledged to keep from wrong. 

The fortunate thing is, however, th?4 Pat¬ 
more, however angry and disillusioned he 
might be, was thoroughly determined to pro- 
^e^d, and tAat the discouraging result of his 
experiment in i8d8 did not in any degree pre¬ 
vent him from pus’hing on to further heights 
of boldn ess, and v igour. The ultimate Un¬ 
known Eros could iafcarc $ have been more 
admirable than it is if to beginnings had been 
greeted, as those of The Angel in the House had 
been, by the plaudits of Brswning, Tennyson 
and Rossetti. 


Chapter V 

\LAST YEARS (1870-1896) 


P ATMORE improved and enlarged 
Heron s GJiyll, until it became a 
sort of white elephant, and wta 
too expensive for him to keep up. Moreover, 
agricultural depression began to make itself 
sensibly felt, and be fearp^r^iuCi^ himself 
stranded with a very\stly toy which he could 
neither use nor part with. He was fortunate 
in letting and then selling) the property in 
1874 ^ Duke of Norfolk, who gave him 
£27,000 for it, £8,500 more than the original 
cost and the improvements together had 
come to. 'this deserves peculiar celebration 
as an instance, possibly unique, of a poet’s 
having made a substantially advantageous 
bargain in a business transaction. Efetween 
the letting and the final transference of 
Heron’s Ghyll to the Duke,, t$ Patmores°took 
a furnished house in, Lon&m, and at this 
time he made^several of thr acquaintances of 
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his later life* besides reviving some* old friend-' 

ships. But London never suited his health, 

and he looked out at once for another /and 
• . » 0 • 
less responsible country residence. 

When Patmore Had been only five jJr six 
years of age he had been takeli to Hastings in 
a coach, and had noticed, as they drove along 
the old London road, a large house facing thfe 
ftigh Street, the* whole front of which was 
covered by an ehormods magnolia. The 
child registered a vow that when he grew 
up and was a man'he v^uld come and live 
in that beautiful hoiire, Mth its casing of 
great white blossoms. It was somewhat ex¬ 
traordinary that in 1875, w^en he was looking 
about for a home, this identical dwelling, 
called the Milward Mansion, was offered to him. 
He accepted it with alacrity, an 4 on terms 
whitfh, as he believed, secured, him the use 
of it for life. This residence had immense 


advantages for f him. *It was easy of access 
from London, whereas a visit to Heron’s 
Ghyll had been like an adventure into virgin 
forest. It wasYsXceedingly amusing, in * its 
proximity tq the picturesque life of* the old 

i ~~ 
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Dorough, if Patmore wished to be amused 
while it was so far protected and sequestered 
that' 1 by stepping intp the high terraced garder 
he could at any moment ^retire into absolute 
seclusion. For seventeen ‘years the Milward 
Mansion (or Manor House) was Patmore’s 
home, and he lived here in great serenity and 
independence, enlivened by frequent visits fi^ip 
his friends, and leading exactly the life which 
it pleased him to lead. The Hastings period 
was not without its sorrows j .g ts- .bereavements 
indeed were frequehcand severe ; but on the 
whole it was probably* the happiest segment 
of the poet’s life. 

Among thpse with whom he had renewed 
personal intercourse in 1874 was Mrs. Procter. 
The aged poet, her husband, who had been 
known as Barry Cornwall, was at that time 
under a cloud of*- senile decay. Patmore’s 
sympathies were warmly drawn out by the 
spectacle of his old friends’ troubles, and he 
showed most delicate attention to Mrs. Procter. 
When her husband died at/length, in -the 
autumn of 1874, Pfrtmore’s (cindly help was 
redoubled. Ia her Cordial. gratitude, . Mrs. 
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Procter thought to do Patmore honour by- 
giving him the task of writing the life atid 
editing the remains f of Barry Cornwall. 
he told me, ,foon aftjcr, he was “ aghast ” at 
fhe proposition, and did all he could to dis¬ 
suade the lady, but she was firm in insisting.- 
“ I could not refuse,” Patmore said, “ though^ 
;^\^as a task fittle suited to me. I was never 

really intimate with Procter, though I had 

• • 

known him many years; and though I ad¬ 
mired his sijpplf; ...sincere ancUreticent charac¬ 
ter, I cared little for hi? po^ry.” A biography 
started under these coiroitipns was not likely 
to be satisfactory. After long delays there 
appeared at last, in 1877,* Bryan Waller 
Procter, consisting of a memoir, an autobio¬ 
graphical fragment and some letters, the 
whole put together in the most languid and 
perfunctory manner possible. Thfe dangers of 
obliging Coventry Patmore to do something 
which he* did not/want to do were startlingly 
exemplified in this unfortunate volume, which 
is destitute of att biographical merit.. Mrs. 
Procter, however, |a womafl of singular tact, 
professed herself w^l .pleased with it.* This. 
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'‘‘biography, to which merely the” initials C.pf 
were grudgingly affixed, was Patmore’s earliest 
prcx;e-work published in the form of a book. 

He was now, however preparing for the 
publication of a poetical work of the very 1 
highest importance. In 1873, as we have seen, 
a scruple of conscience had combined with an 
alteration of taste to make him for the mon^eijt^ 
profoundly dissatisfied with* The Angel in the 
House. He withdrew this popular work from 
circulation, and made a bonfire^ _of the re¬ 
mainder of the cut%ent Coition. This strange 
prejudice, which ‘soo& passed away, was coin¬ 
cident with a violent impulse to produce 
poetry of ^hat more mystical and transcen¬ 
dental order, of which the Odes of 1868 had 
given a small circle of readers the foretaste. 
To a friend, who gently reproached him with 
idleness, he replied :—“ No amount of idle¬ 
ness is wrong in a poet. Idleness is the 
growing time of his lufrvest,’^and he indicated 
that the field of his imagination was growing 
ripe for the sickle:— 

‘ “ I have no plans as ye£ for none of my 
old orttes seem wide enough; hut I am pre- 



# Lajt Tears (1870-J896) 139 


paring myself, by six or seven hours reading 
and thought every day, for any plans that ma v 
be presented to me. If I am to do any mole 
work, it must be on | some new level. The 
lo*nger it is before tlie key-note of my new 
song is given to me, the sweeter perhaps it 
will be.” 

I , 

•‘■-v-ln^the transition, it seems that Ruskin was 
of great service. It will be recalled that in 
1868 he had not perfectly responded to the 
appeal o£ the but he npw wrote that 

“ no living human beidg 1 yta ever done any¬ 
thing that helped him s6' mpch ” as Patmore 
had by writing the^e poems. Yet the poet 
continued to wait, as he always did, for “ a 
flash of spiritual health ” to reawaken his 
genius. He read mystical Catholic poetry, 
and in particular the De Partu Virginis of 
Sanazzaro, but that did not ftispire him. The 
settling in of his household, under the great 
magnolia*at Hastings, seems at last to have 
started the beat of the pulse of poetry, although 
the vigorous ode ^called “ The Standards ” is 
earlier still and belongs to 1874. Another 
political satire* “ P^aqe,” perhaps opefts the 
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series of odes written at Hastings, but to 
1^76 certainly belong “ A Farewell,” “ Let 

•B^,” “The Two*Deserts,” and “If I were 
De?id,” amongst others. ‘An undated note, 
which may perhaps be attributed to 1877, 
says, “ I have written as much in the last 
three weeks as the whole of the nine Odes” 
His best things were always composed 
quickly. The “ Deliciae Sapientise de Amore,” 
one of the longest and most elaborate of 
the new odes^took two hoius-to write, and 
several of the best-numbers in The Unknown 
Eros even less, although Patmore would often 
occupy days and weeks in polishing up one 
short passage to'the level of the best. 

The outburst of this passion of poetry, 
and the rapid ripening of this second and 
richer harvest of Patmore’s genius was coin¬ 
cident within eiftotional crisis in his religious 
life. He was now in his fifty-fifth year, 
and had reached an age atfwhich it is usual 
for the more vivid impulses of brain and body 
to decjine. At fifty-four ^ man has usually 
tasted all the dishes which make up the 
banquet of life, and has-no great desire to 
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begin the feast over again. He has formed * 

«hw opinions and appeased his curiosity, ai fd 
he .is fortunate if he has not allowed his 
perience to fortify tiim in that “ sotte f et 
caduque fierte,” which Montaigne describes 
as the intellectual vice of approaching old 
age, that obstinate satisfaction in what is 
already known and seen which dulls the heart 
and fossilizes the ‘brain. On the contrary, 
at this advanced stage of middle life, a great 
wave of.pass ; on broke over JJatmore’s spirit, 
and bore him along Mth-it. His imagina¬ 
tion, his mystical and &is je*ligious vitalities 
were simultaneously quickened, and he walked 
along the sea by Hastings, or ovej: its gorse- 
clad downs, muttering as a young man mutters, 
with joy uplifting his pulses and song breaking 
from his lips. 

This condition had beeft pr^eded by a 
depressed and melancholy one. He had 
thought ‘himself |failing’ both in intellectual 
and spiritual power. His digestion had long 
been \feak, and inconsequence he had ^vailed 
himself of the fispensations from fasting 
which the Cafholi^ Church so readily‘grants 
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for a reasonable cause. Patmore had set his 
dullness down to overindulgence, and whe* 
the fast of 1877 «came .round, he resolved to 
keep it fully. He waii tinable, however, to 
digest eggs or fish, and so had to keep the fast 
on vegetables. This reduced him to the verge 
of a serious illness, but an alteration of diet 


staved off the malady. He was not ‘aware' 
of a further change, but it probably came 
about Easter, 1877. Doubtless the physical 
conditions ht&oed to bring it on, .and it is 
difficult to believe that the severe fasting, 
although weakening tor the moment, had not 
been salutary. The religious development 
which now fdilowed he had described in 


terms of great moderation and simplicity in 
a fragment of autobiography. He had now 
for thirteen years been a member of the Roman 
Church, and during all that time no shadow 
of a doubt had crossed his understanding. 
But there were certain pcWnts on Which his 
feelings had always been hopelessly out of 
harmony with the feeling? and practice of 
most Catholics. This wiJs particularly the 
case with regard to the JBlessfcd Virgin. His 
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flcperieijce is so interesting, that it is bepf 
-here to give his own words :— . 


I was in the habit, indeed, of addressing 
Her in prayer, an’d oelieved that I had ®ften 
found such prayers to be successful beyond 
others; but I could not abide the Rosary, 

and was chilled and revolted at what seemed 

• • • 

to «ne the excess of many forms of devotion 
to Her. Good I hoped ipight come of some 
practical contradiction of this repugnance, 
some confession in act andyrffll of what my 
feelings thus refused *to accept. I therefore 
resolved to do the verj/lasf. thing in the world 
which my naturaj inclination would have 
suggested. I resolved to rhakc -an external 
profession of my acceptance of the Church’s 
mind by a pilgrimage to Lourdes. This I 
undertook without any sensible demotion, and 
merely in the temper of a'business man who 
does not leave any stone unturned when a 
great is§ue is ai i stake, though the prospect 
of attaining thereby what he seeks may seem 
exceedingly smalL Accordingly, on the 14th 
of October 1877,1 knelt at the shrine by the 
River pave, alid i^se.without any emotion or 
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\enthusiasm or unusual sense of devotion, b' 6 t 
With a tranquil sense that the prayers ef% 
.thirty-five years Jigd been granted.” 

'jfhe importance of ' this passage, to the 
student of Coventry Patmore’s character, is 
not to be exaggerated. It offers us the key 
of his life, his attitude, his entire contribution 
to literature ; it offers us the key, but it leay^s 
to us the task of turning it in the lock. He 
does not mention here, what was a deliberate 
part of his pn^, that he hoped to get fresh 
inspiration for his Od&> from the atmosphere 
of Lourdes. In this he was not disappointed. 
He had not anticipated any natural charm 
in the Pyr,enean> place of pilgrimage, but he 
found that “ for beauty and sublimity it 
defies all description.” Not ready to ex¬ 
patiate in full-mouthed catalogues of the 
charms of scenery, he has nowhere in all his 
correspondence indulged in so many enumera¬ 
tions of them as in cOnnect^pn withdiis visits 


to Lourdes:— 

“ The effect of this climate on the -health 
and spirits is quite intoxicating,” he says 
for irfitance in October ^877- “ Th<; air is 
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kol and sharp , but the sun is like a hot fipT 
Kclose by. One may put up one’s hands to 
w^rm them by it. /The world looks liLfc i 
jewel for brightness. Snow-fields, tl/irty 
'miles off, look half a‘mile away. Little lizards 
run about the rocks in the hot light, and 
beautiful half-butterflies, half-grasshoppers,, 
lgap and fly whenever one moves.” 

He came home full of enthusiasm and 
happiness, in perfect health, yand longing 
to relieve in the compositioy^f poetry that 
vibration of ecstasy wiiich made dreams of his 
days and kept him avfake. for joy at night. 
The series of ode$, thirty-one in number, 
which formed the collectidn entitled The 
Unknown Eros , were rapidly revised and com¬ 
pleted, and this important volume made its 
appearance in 1877. But it did nbt contain 
the great ode called “ The Child’s Purchase,” 
which seems to have taken shape on the poet’s 
return journey fi£m Lourdes. It had flashed 
upon him during his pilgrimage that the one 
absolutely lovely and perfect subject for 
poetry, as he conceived it, would be the Mar¬ 
riage of the Blfessec^ Virgin. He had for some 
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\jme been laying, as he hoped, a durabi/ 

foundation for the exercise of his mystical- 

fan^y by reading daily in^St. Thomas Aquinas. 

Thei copy in which he studied the Summa was 

one of consummate beahty; it was of the’ 
* 

first edition of the Opera Omnia (1570-71), 
in seventeen volumes, printed on vellum and 
bound in purple morocco. 1 Patmore con¬ 
sidered St. Thomas “ a huge reservoir of the 
sincere milk of the Word,” and the result of 
studying him ''Seriously was that in his own 
brain the poetry began to grow “ like the 
moonrise when the disk is still below the 
horizon.” 

The ode< which has just been mentioned, 
“ The Child’s Purchase,” should be exam¬ 
ined if we wish to obtain an insight into Pat¬ 
more’s intentions at this critical moment. It 
contains a dfrect ‘dedication of his powers to 
that service and celebration of the Blessed 
Virgin which, up to this? time, ‘he had 


1 For an interesting account of this bibliographical 
treasure, 0 which Patmore ultimately gave to the British 
Museum, see Mr. Basil Champrteys’ Life and Letters, 
vol. ii., appendix 6, pp. 443-445. p 
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^vhose mother in jest flings him down a golden 
coin. This is, of course, his poetical genius? 
He is to spend, that is to say to exercisf, it 
*as he best pleases, and he will .buy “ a horse, a 
bride-cake, or a crown.” But he wearies in 
the quest, and determines at last to bring his, 
gpld coin back to his Mother and to give it 
back to her in exchange fpr a kiss. Accord¬ 
ingly, “ verging upon, but nevejycntering, the 
breathless region of Divinity/^Patmore will 
dedicate his golden gift of poetic speech, no 
longer to any earthly fisc, .however innocent 
or salutary, but tq the direct glory of the 
divine Mother :— 

Ah ! Lady elect, 

Whom the Time’s scorn has saved from its respect, 

Would I had art • 

For uttering this which sings wkhin n»y heart! 

But, lo!. 

The.? to admire it all the art T know. 

i.ly mother and Cfoi's ; Fountain of miracle ! 

Give me thereby some praise of thee to tell . . . 

Grant me the steady heat 
Of thought wise, Itolendid, sweet, 

Urged by the great|rejoicing wind that rings, 

With draught yf un^en wings, 

Makiag each phrase, for love and for delight. 

Twinkle like Sirius on a frosty night. 
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rkglected. He describes himself as 
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\The same poem, imperfect perhaps iioh. 
its very excess of emotion, but possessing 
admirable portions, clones with lines which 
have a great value in the* biography of our 
poet. Looking back at his past verse, he 
cries:— 


Mother, who lead’st me still by unknown ways, 
Giving the gifts I know not Low to ask, 

Bless thou the work 

Which, dolt’, redeems my many wasted days, 
Makes whiteNip mark, 

And crowns the few tha'j thou wilt not dispraise, 
When clear my songs ef ladies’ graces rang, 

And little guessed r I ’twas of thee I sang! 

Vainly, till now, my prayers would thee compel 
To fire ip.y verse with thy shy fame, too long 
Shunning world-blazon of well-ponder’d song ; 

But doubtful smiles, at last, ’mid thy denials lurk; 
From which I spell, 

“ Humility and greatness grace the task 
Which he jvho does it deems impossible! ” 


This prodigious effort—and no lyrical poet 
has moved in a more ambitious cause—was 
doomed to disappointment. Of the ma¬ 
jestic 0 song in praise of ?Ae Blessed" Virgin 
nothyig remains but the initial ode and a few 
fragments,—merely a porfch, where a cathedral 
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v^s intended to rise. Perhaps the strain w 
Excessive; perhaps Patmore did not wait with 
sufficient serenity of spirit* for the heavwil/ 
spark to fall. All* we know is that the great 
poem for which he* made hi^ pilgrimage to 
Lourdes remains in the limbo of unconstructed 
masterpieces. t 

• Meanwhile, he was more fortunate with 
humbler and less transcendental themes. In 
1878 he published Amelia, whichJs at once the 
most human and the most inspired of all his 
writings, that in which*his poetic philosophy is 
most plainly revealed. # Some seventeen odes, 
also subsequent to i^ie Unknown Eros of 1877, 
completed this section of his \vork.* Of these 
several give expression to a political hopeless¬ 
ness which was obviously excessive at the time, 
and i^hich the passage of years has shSwn to be 
wide of the mark. Without’deciding whether 
the trend of politics, with its long upward and 
downward, curves^ has in the course of a 
quarter of a century been for practical good or 
evil, without expressing either joy or «orrov\ 
at the chronicle of our institutions, it has at 
least tq be cohfeslfed. that Patmore had no 
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intuition of that trend. He was the wildest of 
political prophets. In an ode like “ Arbor 4 ' 
Vi V’ the splendour of the imagery, the rush 
of inflamed and angry thought, must be 
accepted for their own sake; beneath the 
symbolism there lies no justice of public appre¬ 
hension. The attacks of Patmore on the 


Government of his day are not contributions 
to philosophical poetry, consistent and intelli¬ 
gible even irf^heir savagery, like the admirable 
larnbes of Auguste Barbier. They resemble 
much more those political odes of Leopardi, 
such as the “ Italia ” and the “ Angelo Mai,” 
in which the cup of scorn .<nd anger overflows 
without ah aim, merely covering the whole 
scheme of things with a spatter of contumely. 

Far more delightful are the non-political 
odes of Patmore which represent this his latest 
period as a poet. A section of them—“ Saint 
Valentine’s Day,” “ Sponsa^ Dei,” “ Psyche’s 
Discontent,” “ To the Bc*dy ”—deals with 
profound and subtle questions of sex, mystically 
encoufitered. Other odes ‘re purely human, 
enchanting memories of p'^st suffering nobly 
borne, jewels fashioned ’in 'the furnace of 
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bereavement, “ The Azalea,” “ Departure/’ 
“ Auras of Delight.” For the future all are 
inextricably mingled in the division of his 
poetry which Patmore chose to call' The 
Unknown Eros, and* there they will doubtless 
remain, like Rosicrucian symbols, wholly 
unintelligible to the multitude, but discoverecj 
ivith a panic of delight by a few elect souls in 
every generation.* . t 

The publication of The Unknown Eros and 
of Amelia, together with the^resuscitation of 
The Angel in the House, should have made the 
year 1877-8 a period *>f partial revival in Pat¬ 
more’s career. B^t his reputation had sunk 
into almost complete desue?ude, and it could 
not at once be revived. The tendency to revival, 
however, now set in in private ; he made the 
acquaintance of several younger Writers, and 
he found among them a Sympathy which he 
had ceased to enjoy in his relations with the 
companions of £tis own youth. The memory 
of those who first came into communication 
witlrhim at tha*time will dwell on the earliest 
manifestations ola certain modification in his 
character. Thejfckngw them as he was in the 
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act of change ; they saw him already coloured 
with transition. After 1880 he rather sud- > 
denly became an elderly man, having preserved 
his youth for an unusually long time. He lived 
sixteen years more, but these were years of ’ 
withdrawal and meditation. In this closing 
period, Patmore preserved the unaltering 
appearance of .one who sits waiting for 0 ai^ 
inevitable arrival. He chats, he writes a little, 

** s 

he accedes teethe claims of society, but he is 
listening all tfN: time for the sound, of the 
chariot-wheels. 

It may be convenient 1 here for me to take up 
this little history from a m^re intimate stand¬ 
point. 

My personal acquaintance with Coventry 
Patmore had opened by his courteously sending 
me, in the--summer of 1878, the four-volume 
edition of his L complete works, then just pub¬ 
lished. In 1879 I met him f° r the fi rst time 
at the Savile Club, of which hje was fora short 
while a member. It was in company with 
several other and younger m^n, and he made 
a highly disagreeable impression on me; I 
thought him harsh and sardonic 7 he said little, 
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And what he said was bitter. But, in the 


•course of 1880, after his removal to Hastings, 
w§ began to correspond or\ the structure and 
function of the Ode, a subject which he had 
'illustrated both in theory and practice, and on 
which his views were curious and, I ventured 


to think, on some points technically heterodox, 
^tjength, soon after New*Year’s Day, 1881, 
I was invited to Hastings to spend a Sunday 
with him ; I went down, in sonm trepidation, 
remembering that countenanctr as of a sourer 
Macchiavelli which I lfad seen at the club, and 
my reception was a swrpjrije* and an enchant¬ 
ment. This was tjjie first of unnumbered pil¬ 
grimages, to which I shall always look back as 
among the most tonic experiences of my social 
life. 


He had taken, as we have seen, the Milward 
Mansion, a large, ancient housi, then lately 
vacated by the death of Countess Waldegrave, 
in the ■centre of the old town of Hastings. 
With its belt of venerable elms and its high 
garden-terraces, he mansion looked, as Pat¬ 
more used to say,f 4 like a patch of forest in tfie 
midst. of the* hdtases.” It was appfoached 
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company as enlivened by short spurts of speech 
set in vast tracts of silence. But it was 
not so in 1881. The speech, at least, was 
more frequent, the silence less noticeably 
long. My first, Sundaj? at Hastings was 
spent mainly at his study fire. I see him now, 
gtretched in his familiar seated attitude, his 
hands clasped, his arms extended along his legs* 
the whole body attenuated and immobile, only 
the marvellou^ head moving sharply and fre¬ 
quently, almost as if on a pivot, the eyes dark¬ 
ling and twinkling, the Protean lips reflecting 
in their curves every Shade of feeling that 
passed over the poet’s m£nd. Out of this 
attitude, he -would move only to pounce, with 
extraordinary suddenness, on one of the cigar¬ 
ettes which lay strewn about, like leaves in 
Vallombrosa, lighting it and then resuming, his 
shrouded and ‘pinioned pose. And so sitting, 
sloped to the fire, he would talk for hours of the 
highest things, of thoughts and passion! above 
a mortal guise, descending every now and then 
to earth in some fierce, eccentric jest, always 
to be punctuated by a loud^crackling laugh, 
ending m a dry cough. 
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* In these first hours,'he initiated me at once, 
almost without prelude, into the ardent and 
sublime mysticism which *filled his imagine 
tion. That I quite comprehended would be to 
say too much, but P sympathized and admired. 
He could not discourse on these themes too 
fully for my curiosity, and conditions happened 
<o*have attuned my mind at that moment to 
a particularly keen receptivity. It would be 
affectation were I to pretend that the advent 
of a pupil so enthusiastic did not give the soli¬ 
tary prophet pleasufe; he expressed that 
pleasure with his cus*or»a<y vehemence; and 
as I look back I r|cognize with grateful satis¬ 
faction that I was able to comfort this austere 
and beautiful spirit by my sympathy at the 
moment of its deepest isolation. In 1881 the 
ve$y name of Patmore was still* ridiculous. 
The Unknown Eros was Absolutely ignored; 
The Angel in the House , after its great, rustic 
success; was wholly rejected by those who were 
the tyrants of cAticism. A very few persons of 
authority, amodb whom the late Henjy Sidg- 
wick and Mr. Frederick Greenwood were pre¬ 
eminent, still believed in Patmore as a poet, but 
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their verdict was disregarded. He never ceased 
to believe in himself; indeed, at this very time, 
when not a voice eame to greet him from the 
outer world, his virile pride was probably serener 
than it had ever been. Blit self-supporting as 
the soul may be, it pines for the human echo, and 
what little intelligent sympathy I could give 
was received as if it had been the gift of a king* 
We ascended high indeed, the wren mount¬ 
ing with giddy rapture on the wing of the 
eagle. I have rarely touched such pure in¬ 
tellectual enjoyment. To listen to Patmore 
in those days, day* <of *his spiritual ecstasy, 
before the bitterness had f> fallen upon him, 
was tct Assisi at solemn, mounting music. 
From having lived so much alone, from 
having escaped all the friction of the mind 
which comes from indiscriminate intercourse, 
his speech and thought had preserved, with a 
certain savage oddity, a 'ingular freshness, a 
wild flavour of the berry. Ii£ talking to him, 
one escaped from all the w^irn conventions 
of conversation; instead dt rubbed' 1 and 
greasy coppers, one received fresh-mined 
gold. Patmore’s intellect Uad now for a 
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l§ng while been fixed 6n a particular purpose, 
which may perhaps be defined as the recon¬ 
ciliation of modern life with the spirit of th» 
liturgical manuals* of his communion and the 
'more mystical writings of the Fathers. He 
was particularly devoted to a later ascetic 
writer, St. John of the Cross, a Spaniard of a 
sixteenth century, in whom Patmore 

agreement with the 
views which he himself had formed in medita- 


found an extraordinary 


tion. fje was fond of reading to me passages 
of St. John of the CroSS, which often sounded 
exactly like rearranged ts of the Unknown 
Eros. I was surpijsed to find in 1881 that 
Patmore was not acquainted*with, the poems 
of our own most fiery mystic, Crashaw, and 
I had the pleasure of sending them to 
hin^. But he knew the originals*at which 
the torch of Crashaw had *t>cen* lighted and 
was tiresomely conscious of the conceits 


and blemishes of an hysterical fancy. Yet 
“ Music’s Duel,I the great paraphrase from 


Famianus Stradi 
the most wonder 
done.” 


he pronounced “ perhaps 
il piece of word-craft ever 
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It was now* years silitec he had written. §a 
page of prose, with the perfunctory exception 
©f the Bryan Waller Procter , which he bad 
published in 1877; in e&rlier youth, the^ 
practice of prose writing had afforded* 
him profit and satisfaction. It appeared 
to me that it would now add alike to 
his usefulness and to his enjoyment if. hf 
resumed composition. Verse he had re¬ 
luctantly abandoned for some *time (I think 
that his very latest printed poem dajes from 
r88o), on tfie ground that he had sung what 
he could not hefp» singing, and that nothing 
should be torn from a rejuctant muse. But 
I could see no- reason why his exquisitely 
lucid prose should not be given to the world. 
To my first suggestions of this kind, he re¬ 
plied that* “ the little working power I , have 
left in me is 'besf 8 ke%>” meaning tjjat ho had 
,not lost the hope that hemjght yet be in¬ 
spired to continue the greafpoem on Divine 
Love which he had dreamefc of at Lourdes. 
Undei^ my' continued pressure, however, in # 
February 1881, he showed Ae a MS. transla¬ 
tion f?om St. Bernard on ^fbe Love ff God , 
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v|hich his second wife,* who died in 1880, had 

began and he had completed. This he said I 
might find a publisher for, if «I could, and I took 
it up to London with, me. Mr. Kegan Paul 
* consented to print it, and a few months later 
it appeared. This very delightful treatise, 
far too little knowi^ It is always exciting 
{p «a retired avithpr to sflaell printer’s ink 
once more, and Patm0re„ forthwith started 
the. composition of that *“ Sp&nsa Dei,” of 
which I c shall presently have a dpleful tale to 
tell. 

The latest of his pc^ny te <b whith refettnce 
has just been mad|jis the “ Scire Teipwitfi,” 
which opens thus:— 

Muting I met, in no strange land. 

What .meet thou mutt to understand: 

An angel There was none but he, 

Yet ’twas a glorious company: * 

* God, Youth and Goddess, Sne, t4atn, trine, 

I haltering wedlock, flamed, benign, 

which has always'appeared to me an absolutely 
typical specimexl of the peculiar Patmorian 
quintessence, II sending me the l^S. of 
these verses (fulyYs, he wrote : “ They 
Wf if t»fen«. » expiring tlx *ward. 

11 
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of virginity—attainable even in this life—ip 
the supernatural order,” and he went on to 
lament that his y-ars forbade him to be ^ny 
longer “ a worker in the inexhaustible poetic 
mine of psychology.” In point of fact, he* 
was to publish'verse no more. 

His great interest in these years, in the 
early eighties, was the beautiful church of 
Our Lady Star of the Sea, which Mr. Basil 
Champneys was building for him, almost 
opposite the Mansion, but a little lower down 
the street. This became Patmore’s ceaseless 
pre-occupation, and a aaily delight it was, when 
the workmen had left in t! e evening, to prowl 
and potter round the foundations in the dusk 
or watch the bright silver of the Channel 
from their precincts. As the fabric rose, 
Patmore’s ecstasy increased; when the scaf¬ 
foldings could ba safely mounted, he could 
scarcely be induced to let them out of his 
sight. This intense satisfaction in the noble 
gift which he was presenting to his com¬ 
munion lasted until the clj arch was conse¬ 
crated, but was soon afte emoittered and 
destroyed by disputes which, at length, made 
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him glad to leave Hastings. I Ahink it right 
to record my opinion that in this wretched 
matter he was somewhat in fault, through in¬ 
dulgence in that* inflexible arrogance which 
was a defect in hi£ great character, but the 
arguments on the other side, which Mr. 
Champneys has brought for^rd, should bo 
aartfully weighed. In connection with his 
own church, Patmore developed a sudden 
enthusiastic interest in ecclesiastical sculp¬ 
ture ; this was awakened by seeing, in the 
summer of 1882, Mr. Thornycroft’s superb 
statue of “ Arte mi^*' which belongs ta the 
Duke of Westmiipter. virginal fresh¬ 

ness of this figure appealed w*th extraordinary 
fervour to Patmore’s imagination, and he 
^desired that an attempt should be made to 
msluce one of our first sculptors fo model a 
Madonna, “ of which,” he *said, “ the marble 
original should be taken by some wealthy 
church like Arundel, and casts be supplied 
to other churchti—including ours—at moder¬ 
ate pAces.” k TIk notion of having & really 
first-rate jtatuc, leasts from which should 
supersede “ the wretched Munich * things 
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Catholics no\t have to put up with,” eagerlf 

commended itself to him. He saw Woolner 

• r * 

on the subject, and Mr. Thornycroft himself, 
but the idea, so eminently practical and 
felicitous, unhappily came to nothing. I 
believe that Cardinal Newman once made, 
‘equally in vain, an identical suggestion. 

In February 1883, Patmore lost his youngest 
son, Henry, a promising .young man of less 
than three-and-twenty, in whom several of 
the characteristics of the father were re- 
peated, and in particular a distinct gift of 
verse. Henry Patmore' '.was steeped in the 
psychological £ mys*iuiies oT his father’s con¬ 
versation ; ’ his appearance was marred by 
his sickliness. He was tenaciously silent in 
company, and not what is called “ attrac- ✓ 
tive,” yet evidently a studious, pious, alid 
talented lad, whose future would probably 
have been brilliant. , His little volume of 
Poems , arranged by his father, with a 
touching meinoir by his siste •, Gertrude, now 
Mrs. Watts, was published at Oxford in 
April J884. These circur istancCo, and the 
death of an elder daughter, who was a nun in 



9 convent, .increased, about tuis time, the 
gravity and grimness of the poet, but without 
radically disturbing his serene inner life. 
That Henry’s talents had not had an occa¬ 
sion to ripen was a disappointment to him ; 
but he wrote, “ I feel prouder and gladder of 
his innocent and dutiful life'than if he had 
fecfn the greatest poet of the age.” 

In 1884 the tide pf detraction which had so 

long swept over Patmore’s fame*lfs a poet ebbed 

away, in several of the leading reviews there 

appeared articles in jwhic^ the excellence 

of his work was jpbrc*<?r less intelligently 

dwelt upon, and (fin \ilwih "vhe importance 

of The Unknown Eros was emphasized. 

Through the period of his strange obscuration, 

.Patmore had shown a dignified patience; 

otK the neglect had not lasted^ long enough 

to sour^him. The praise of the critics, the 

tributes which now began to flow in upon 

him from younger writers, gave him pure 

pleasure. In tllis year I saw more of him 

than ever, for Jifc had determined thaft I w§ts 

to be hja^litera^ executor, and he had to 

exjglain at great length his wishes regarding 
* 0 


iium 

ire. In tllis 
ever, for Jifc I 
2 hja^litera^ 

• ' . * . 1 
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MSS. and tLoks. From this agreeable bxr£ 
responsible duty he afterwards released me, 
on the very sensible ground that it was moire 
conveniently fitted to a member of his own 
communion. 'J'he arrangements I speak of 
—which came^to nothing—were hurried on 
m consequence of a rather serious illness, 
which reduced his spirits very greatly, and 1 
from the effects of. which he perhaps never 
wholly recovered.’ In June 1883, on a vei T 
hot day, he was unguarded enough to sleep 
for a couple of ho^irs, stretched in the*shadow 
of Bodiam Castle,* Z pib^ure'sque but highly 
malarious ruin tin-** wxall lVce in the north of 
Sussex. As* Patmore put it, the courtyard 
of this structure was “ a cauldron of un¬ 
wholesome marsh-air,” which laid him up, 
with a sharp attack of ague, and made hifh 
regard his future with a jaundiced eye. 

The increase in public appreciation of his 
work was now steady. In the summer of 
1886 an illustrated edition of, The Angel in 
tlje House was projected, i:nd Mr. Frank 
Dicksee and Mr. Alfred Parsons weh. asked to 
undertake it. As, however, these artiste were 
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iound to be too deeply engaged J and as Pat¬ 
more, with characteristic decision, said that it 
must be “ those bodies of no bodies,” the 


scheme fell through. But in collected and 
selected editions, cheap and dear, his poems 
now once more sold in great abundance ; and 
with new prose his pen wa&^ept relatively 
bu*y. In 1881, Miss Harriet Robson, long a 
valued friend of the family, became his third 
wife, and presently the birtl^af- a son in his 
old age gave the sequestered poet infinite occa¬ 
sions for fresh hopes ahd interests. And thus, 
to quote his own \yorc^ He remained “ for 
several years, sirgfular ly happ y, if to have 
friends, a fair competence, ft' rising family of 
extraordinary promise, and no history , is to be 
happy.” And then an event occurred, to 
\*hich, although it was purely of the intellec¬ 
tual order, I am inclined 11) attAbute a critical 
importance in his career. 

Since 1881 Patmore had been engaged on a 
prose work, caUed Spans a Dei, which was in 
strict accordarfce with, and illustrated the 
same mgsius asl The Unknown Eros. I had 
recej^a miriute instructions as to thte publi- 




cation of th.il book, which he had directed m% 
in case I survived him, to issue at a certain time 
after his decease. r He must have completed 
the MS., I suppose, in 1883.' An incident of 
a very startling nature disturbed this plan. 
On, January 30/1888, when I had been staying 
a day or two \eith Patmore at Hastings, he 
said to me ,at breakfast, abruptly, almost hys-» 
terically, “ You Won’t have much to do as my 
literary execaspr! ” and then proceeded to 
announce that he had burned, .the entire MS. 
of Sponsa Dei on the previous Christmas Day. 
His family knew^npthing of this holocaust, 
and the ladies immed iately cried, “ O papa, 
that is why.you have been so dreadfully .de¬ 
pressed since Christmas l ” I said little at the 
moment, but when I was alone with him in the 
study, I asked him if he seriously meant what''' 
he had stated. 1 He replied yes, that it was all 
destroyed, every scrap of it, every note; except 
one page, which he had published in 1887 in 
the “ St. James’s Gazette.” IJe had come to 
the conclusion that, although wholly ortho¬ 
dox, and proceeding no father' than the 
Bible add the Breviary permitted, the yorkl 



vms not reader for so mystical an interpretation 
of the significance of physical lo/e in religion, 
and that some parts of th*e book were tocf 
daring to be safely*placed in all hands. 

It appeared that it was at^the advice of a 
remarkable man of imperfect genius, Father 
Gerard Hopkins, that the act* had been per¬ 
formed. When it was too late* Hopkins 
wished that he had been more guarded in 
making his reflexions. But hc'-'had placed 
before Patmore the dilemma of having either 
to burn the book or to'show it to his director, 
and the latter alternative* Was offensive to the 


poet’s pride. 

The Sponsa Dei , this vanished master¬ 
piece, was not very long, but polished and 
modulated to the highest degree of perfection. 
No existing specimen of Patmore’s jftose seems 
to me so delicate^ or penetrated by quite so 
high a charm of style, as^ this lost book was. I 
think thht, on successive occasions, I had read 
it all, much of it mqre than once, and I suppose 
that hhlf a dpzel other intimate friends may^ 
have seen’tf. subject of it was certainly 
audajgjgtfs. It was no£ more nor less t?Lan an 
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interpretation of the fove between the scwl 

and God by \n analogy of the love between a 

tyoman and a mad; it was, indeed, a transcen¬ 


dental treatise on Divine desire seen through 

the veil of human desire. The purity and’ 

crystalline passion of the writer carried him 

safely over the most astounding difficulties, 

but perhaps, on the whole, he was right i.s 

considering that it should hot be thrown to 

the vulgar, '^et the scruple which destroyed it 

was simply deplorable ; the burning of Sponsa 

Dei involved a distinct* loss to literature. 

< 

From this time,'.although the change may 
not have beeiMdudotts to\hose who saw him 
daily, Coventry Patmore was an altered man. 
He began to grow old; he gradually lost the 
buoyant, joyous temperament which had been 
to him “ the bliss of solitude.” His judgment, 
which had always been violent, became warped, 
the expression of his preferences 'took an 
exaggerated form. He was * none the less a 
delightful and stimulating companion, but he 
gave no longer the impression of inward"seren¬ 
ity. This modification of ffois temperament 
proceeded slowly, but I do not* think "rf^at the 
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cjflstence of itcould be denied. In the summer 
of 1889 he reprinted from the ^ Fortnightly- 
Review ” and the “ St. James’s Gazette ”* 
about thirty picked essays under the title of 
Principle in Art ; this was a .charming little 
book, extraordinarily finished in /orm and sug¬ 
gestive in ideas; most of it was written before the 
destruction of Sponsa Dei. In bringing it out, 
Patmore was amusingly defiant of criticism ; he 
put his back to the wall and expected no mercy. 
He wrote, in a letter £June 17, 1889), the re¬ 
viewers “ will say, or at least fejl, ‘ Ugh, ugh! the 
horrid thing ! It’s alive** and think it their 
duty to set their libels or. rt-&v.eordingly.” I 
think he was positively disappointed at the 
warmth and respect with which it was received 
by the press. When, a year later, one was 
recomgiended to look out for an arficle in the 
approaching “ Fortnightly Review,” where 
“ by way of a spree, I hjive run a-muck against 
everything and everybody*” one trembled, 
and not perhaps without cause. Patmore’s 
latest serious .urerances are to be discovered 
in two later volumes, Religio Poetae , 1893, and 
Jhf^fod, the Root , and the Flower , 1895, where, 
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in company with much that is wholly charac¬ 
teristic and jterennially valuable, there Is min¬ 
gled not a little $hich savours, I think, of the 
aimless violence and preposterous paradox of 
failing power in a very original mind. And 
if anything cpuid possibly console us for the 
# loss of so majestic a spirit and so dear a friend, 
it would be the conviction that his work Ava* 
done. 

He meartt'-tp lead the rest of his life at 
Hastings, in the house which he loved so much. 
He had a lease of it renewable every seven 
years, but at the end<of the fourteenth year, in 
1889, he askecLthfi^agent th change the tenure 
to an annual one* He did this, as he explained 
to me at the time, “ in provision for the possi¬ 
bility of my dying and leaving my wife burth- 
ened with •a long lease of a house much too 
large for her.” The agent consented, but in 
1891 the proprietor,—a ward in lunacy,—died, 
and the new owner immediately gave Patmore 
notice to quit, although it was represented to 
him in, the strongest terms^thaf there had 
been an understanding that ttye poet was not to 
be disturbed. Patmore loudly lamented “ the 
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immense trouble and *Ioss to me in various 
ways, I having built a big Gnjrch opposite 
m/ door, invested the greater part of my* 
money in local pro*perty,” etc., etc. The law, 
however, was inexorable, and he had to go. 

At Michaelmas, 1891, he quiy:ed Hastings 
and was lucky enough to find a house that # 
oicaetly suited him at Lymlngton. It was a 
bluish building, standing coyly askew among 
trees, very retired and dowdy-io< 5 king, on a 
muddy .point of land opposite the Isle of 
Wight. There were passages, winding stair¬ 
cases, raised landings, * sggret panels, thirty- 
five rooms all a Ij^tle ahroiyjf'd and sombre, 
but with enchanting views bver fhe bright, 
tidal expanses. At the back of it stretched 
three acres of garden, rather dolefully over¬ 
weighted with trees, green glades that led to 
pathless wastes, ye\v hedges, Steep grass borders, 
empty follows, and no flowers at all. Pat¬ 
more’s fancy was inflamed with the oddities 
of this queer place, which he declared, authori¬ 
tatively, to be tie most desirable estate, in the 
county of Hampshire. That there was but 
one ppst a day, no delivery of newspapers, no 


i»74 Coventry Patmore # - 1 

t 

c -r---• 

Sunday trains, a toll r of a halfpenny and, a 

voyage in a ferry-boat on every excursion into 
.the town, and a» hundred little drawbacks. of 
this kind, were, he declared, merely just 
what was wanted to make life at Lymington 
absolutely perfect. 

During the Jast four years, years of con¬ 
siderable bodily suffering, borne with gje^t 
resolution, the central fact in his life was 
certainly the devoted affection of a friend, of 
genius singularly cognate with his own. 
I can, however, but lament that Mrs. Meynell 
knew him intimately solely in that solemn 
close of his life,^ which ^ie seemed, as Mr. 
Francis Thompson has said of him, to have 
drunk 

►'The Moonless mere of sighs. 

And paced the places infamous to tell, 

Where Ged wipes not the tears from any eyes. 

So, emphatically, does his image not appear in 
memory to those who were close to him in the 
unruffled and ensphered intensity of his middle 
life. u 

His fatal complaint, which was angina 
pectoris-, gave him many warnings and long 
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periods of respite before the end came sud¬ 
denly. A little act of imprudence, the result 
of.a sense of unusual health, lect to an attach 
in the early morning of November 24, 1896, 
<and on the 26th, after an illness which was 
scarcely painful, and through »which he was 
conscious of all the consolations of his re- 
ligipn, he passed away, in 8 cardiac syncope, 
in his house at Lymington. He was nearly 
half-way through -Jiis seventy-fourth year. 
Almost to the last hour he gave interesting 
evidence of the clearness of his intellect and 
the vigour of his will. 


t 1 

.Chapter VI 

PERSONAL CHARACTERISTICS 

t 

t * 

T HERf can be no question that at the 
prefs^at day too much attention is fre¬ 
quently* given to the little acts «n£ 
oddities of those whose real import¬ 
ance lies efrtir^ly in their production*. Our 
biographies tend to become anecdotes, and 
what is essential is lost'in a tiresome record of 
what is accidental., „The tendency of modern 
sdciety is to take«a.wa^ the ^lient and tie sur¬ 
prising elements’from the lives of those whose 
chief mission is an intellectual or a moral one, 
and there is little that is not trivial or mono¬ 
tonous to record about most of our poets and 
philosophers. Jut to this rule every a$e pro¬ 
duces eminent exceptions, and of thesfe Coven¬ 
try Patmore was one. To* deal exclusively 
with his verses or, as some have wished to do, 
to soften into mediocrity thQ viplent Hues of 
his personal character, wouhvWto stultify our 

aim. If we wish to preserve for posterity an 

m * 
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c^portunitypj study *t^8 extraordinary man, 

it is necessaJty that we should preserve with 
cage the/hafacter of his person as well as that 
-of his works., In dwelling faithfully upon what 


}J he was, thosf who ^served him closely are not 
merely justified in setting forth their observa- 
tionsjbnt have a duty so to do v Patmore him¬ 
self would have been the first* to insist upon this 
fidelity/ He was^ot one of those who wish the 


truth to be smothered in foolish posthumous 
flatteries; he never desired to see the forms 
qf vitality attenuated,*but always reinforced. 
Me aprim ghost wilLmot rise to upbraid the 
biogi^dMWA'ho^e^ves to paint him exactly as 


he was. 


The central impression which long impact 
with the mind of Coventry Patmore produced 
was that here was an example,—possibly the 
most remarkable example in England at that 
time,—o| the intellectual and moral aristqprat. 
To no ^her man of his age was the general 1 
,trendi^Fthe nineteenth century towards uni* 
formity and solicbrity so detestable as it was to 
Patmore. 1%g^eand take of modem toleraf* 

lion, the concentrated action of masses ef men, 

13 
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whose units fit into 'fre another, meant abso- 

* • 

lutely nothing to him. He would abandon 
•no privilege for the general convenience; he 
watched the modern instinct warring again.Sif 
the solitary person, instinctively so hateful to* 
democracies, and he defied it. ■ Defiance was 
not a burden to him ; he was “ ever a fighter,” 
requiring for complete mental health , the 
salubrious sensation of antagonism. But even 
here he was not pleased t6 face the crowd ; he 
disliked its presence. His notion of fighting 
was to “ fire his ringing shot and pass.” Ijfe 
was a militant hermit of "•’he soul, and it w:.s as 


a hermit-thrush that he pouui out.hn songs- 
for himself:— - 


Therefore no ’plaint be mine 
Of listeners none, 

No hope of rendered use or proud reward, 
In hasty times and hard ; 

But chants as'of a lonely thrush’s throat’’ 
At latest eve, 

That does in each calm not9 
Both joy and grieve ; 

Notes few and strong and fine, 

Gilt with sweet day’s decline, » 

And sad with promise of a'diffytent sun. 
’Mid the loud concert lv.rsn 


Of tliis fog-folded marsh, 
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To me* else dumb,' 

UraniA Clearness, come! 

Give me to breathe in peacg ancf in surprise 
^The light-thrill’d ether of your rarest skies. 

'N'A certain hauteur to which these, like so 


manj%pf his verses, testify, characterized Pat¬ 
more in all the words and actions of his life. 


No one could enter the circle'of his conversa- 
Aiof! without perceiving his pride in a sense of 
the distance whfch t divided him, and those 
whom he esteemed, from the «rowd, the vast, 
indefinite plebs whom he disdained. His very 
c^diality, the charming sweetness of his a flee- 
tion^ lgok a lustr^rom this general hauteur, 
since the lew wnj wcrS received \ntfjiin the^ 
wicket, who were allowed to share the sublime 
and embattled isolation, were flattered in their 
inmost nature by so gracious a partiality. 
He ha$ a very strong seijse Qf inequality. 
Without anything overtly arrogant, he was 
irresistibA conscious of « sort of supernatural , 
superi^Jfc in himself. He \yould never have 
admitted it in words, perhaps because he would 
expect no sens^blAperson to deny it. He was. 
serene and kindjy,pilt aloof ; he was like^a king 
^ exile. He h^l sorpcfhing of £hc conduct of 
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a dethroned monarch^f one who does not ex¬ 
pect homage qr wish for it, but who knows that 
his ideas are sovereign and his claims invulner¬ 
able. 

His attitude to life,—at all events until the * 
sad reverberation of his last years,—gave a 
constant impression of accumulated energy, 
a sense of plenitude. His temper was oioj 
parasitical, he did not lean ©n others or need 
them ; he could stand quite alone. In speak¬ 
ing and in acting he preserved a strong sense 
of his own value. It was absolutely necessary 
to his temperament, to V\n his own rqp.^f to 
speak his own thought. qCbre"his very 

words, again, he‘held that 


Much woe that man befalls 

Who does not run when c sent, nor come when Heaven calls 
But whether he serve God, or hiS own whim, 

Not matters, in Vhe end, to any one but him; * 

And he as soon 

Shall map the other side of.the Moon, 

As trace what his own deed, 

In the next chop of the chance gale, shall brteu. ^ 


This was .Patmore’s lasf word to* time¬ 
servers, to those who bid! mm beware lest, in 
his wilfulness, doing aqd saying this or that, it/ 


/ 



t 


Personal Char otter istics 18 


might ultimately lead ^ that or this. He did 
not care in the very least, ancj when gentle 
friends Kke Aubrey de Vere* entreated him t6 
circumspect aftd to spare the weaker bre¬ 
thren Patmore turned from them in com¬ 
passionate surprise. 

If we study this mental attitude more closely,. 
vve*find that it denoted the exercise of a sin¬ 
gular moral independence. Patmore is not 
comprehended unless we reatyze that he de¬ 
liberately arrogated to himself the right to 
?rform certain intellectual acts which were 
exceptionaljj4?tur§.. It appears to me 


that 


101 


_ e _^s whole life ki maturity he 

was training himself to absolute, liberty Tn 
matters of will, although at the same time, by 
a paradox which must presently be faced, re¬ 
maining strictly obedient to the Rtws of the 
Church of Rome. This lecf him to an ingenu¬ 
ity of Apression whic^i sometimes apjifeared 
casuisti®. but there was no real inconsistency, 
■ffl^mdependence enabled him to believe that 
he was never»4rfcen along paths which seemed 
those of obedienleVmd renunciation, but that 
his spirit leaped aheac^ to obey before tjfe order 


was given and to ren^ince in joy before tf^ 
temptation was formulated. His attitude to 
tertain persons within his own communien 
showed how anxious he was that his freedo*^' 
should not be tampered with. The hot ilame 
of the tyrannicide burned in his breast, and he 
, was ready to destroy any one who threatened 
his individual independence. 

In this connexion, nothingris more amusing 
than his life-long antipathy to Cardinal 
Manning, in whom, as by an instinct, he 
perceived the tyrant, the oppressor of other/ 
will. Patmore ne^ver r^fered for a.^c \io- 
ment about Mannings whpTh 2ftr~-'d€s'cribed 
J Us being “.as ignorant as a child in matters 
of philosophy, although his attitude on such 
questions was always arrogantly dogmatic.” 
Mr. Basil Champneys has given a series of very 
amusing anec’dotes’ and sayings which betray 
Patmore’s undying hatred of Mannin(, whom, 
moreover, he once defined to me as “ v e worst 
type in history of the priest-ridden atKSRtt** 13 * 
This, no dou^t, was an exaraplq.of what Mr. 
Champneys excellently c^'ls- Pltmore’s habit 
of “ expressing himself in words which ex-, 
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c^eded ratheTthan feft^iort of his actual sen¬ 
timents.” But it exemplified his passionate 
and temperamental dislike of Manning, which^ 
\*thout question ,*was fostered by certain per- 
sonalincidents connected with Patmore’s first 
and second marriages, but which I believe to 
have been yet mainly due to, a partly uncon¬ 
scious sense of Manning’s dangerous and in¬ 
sidious tendency,to enslave the human will. 

One of the later Fathers speaks of “ that ex¬ 
treme indifference of the human will when 
«ice it has been reducifd and liquefied into the 
v&^f God.” Cajjfblic^mtftaphysic does not 
say acquiesces yr God’s will, 

because this vvouft imply ai? act dMSring-^fc 
consent. There must be no act, but a total 


resignation, an extreme submission, what St. 
Fran?ois de Sales calls “ lc despouillcment par- 
faict cfe l’ame unie k la voloitti di Dieu.” Pat¬ 


more hid attained a consciousness of ^>mc- 
thing vJL this lofig before he became a Catholic. 

after his first wife's death and while 


he w^s still ^ithin the Anglican communion, 
he believed tha|(Sod had suddenly conferred 
upon him “ fh;rt Juiet personal apprehension 
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and love of Him and ^ntire submission to Hy 
will ” for which he had so long prayed in vain. 
This conviction survived the crisis- which 
took him over to Rome, arid became greasy 
strengthened and extended* 

The paradox which seems offered to us by 
,the steady and Jiumble faith of a man like 
Patmore in religious matters, and his extreme i 
self-confidence in everything else, is more 
apparent than real. Having satisfied him¬ 
self to the full on the great spiritual question, 
being troubled by no species of doubt abou^ 
that, his will was fre$ to exrfcise itself witjj^the 
utmost freedcyrt in all mu^u^ne~«fe-€ctions. 
lx you ftrrqly believe that your volition is 
melted into God’s, there is no' - difficulty in 
supposing that if yoq find yourself wishing for 
something or approving something, that thing is 
also approved by God. Patmore made'a tremen¬ 
dous effort not to allow the convention^of reli¬ 
gion to compromise his will, and, once ccv yinced 
of the rightness of his central orthodoxy, fTPffiRfr** 
no superstition about the human arrangements 
of his faith. He was alway^wdcf-awake to the 
dangers^of theological charlatanry, and his out- 


1 
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spoken remarks on this\pubject were wont to 
amuse his friends and to scandalize strangers. 
k His careful biographer has spoken of “ the con J 
s'ttent depreciatiorf of the moral character of 
the priesthood ” in.which Patmore indulged. 
In the last letter of his life he referred to Omar 
Khayyam’s disdain of priest* with high ap¬ 
proval. 1 He took an absolute pleasure in the 


„ 1 The whole of the vigorous letter in which this remark 
wa 3 made seems worthy of publication upon various grounds. 
It was written less than a week before he died. Patmore 
\5r0te it to explain why he \tas obliged to withdraw from 
a\|pmise he had made t oceanic up to London to attend 
a dinrfr^- party. The v'WSdty aluf intellectual force of the 
language "are rema^al^c in allying m:in in his seventy- 
fourth year :— 

Lymingion, Nov. 17, iXc/j. 

My dear Gosse,— 

I am quite a cripple to-day wish sciatica. I am so sorry 
I cannot come. • 

I admfre FitzGerald and Omar •Khayyam greatly; but 
a comparisMi of FitzGerald’s translation with some passages 
of a literalArose translation by Charles Pickering, in tme of 
the maM®es two or three years ago, convinced me that \ 
^■■^WalTnad mistaken the meaning in some important 
points. • 

Nearly all Eajfern«x>ctry is more or less mystica 1 an*l 
ascetic; and wine, lovevand liberty seem to me, in this 
Poem, to be words fol spiritual passion^ and apprehensions, 



incongruity between £the lofty vocation, oi 
these agents qf grace and the frailties and 
defects of their personal conduct. 

It is true that, as his closest friend has sai^ 
Patmore’s “ most severe attacks upojv'the 
priests were as often as not prompted by a 
•rather mischievous humour which led him to 
delight in shocking those ” who adopted >he, 
view that all priests should be regarded as 
immaculate. 


Mr. Basil Champneys quotes a dialogue 
which he overheard between Patmore and fj 
timid member of bis own^ communiom^^iio 
was, the poet thought^too feetiry ■SltTfjl'cted to 
'"’a supernatural awe of priests :— 

Visitor. Weren’t you surprised, Mr. Pat¬ 
more, to hear of-Church being burnt ? I 

can’t imagine how it could have happened. 

though FitzGerald has so translated it as to ignore and 
sometimes to deny this’ fact. ‘ 

j He has been right, however, in giving a literal ’^itention 
to what concerns Priests and formal religion,- ^.^Jtoets 
and Prophets have hated Priests,—as a class,—and ithas 
been their vocation, from the beginning tq expose “ fecclesi- 


astxcism. 


uun^, tc£ expose hccles 

Yours ever, 
Covfntry Patmore. 
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• Patmore. .1 know v^fy well how it hap¬ 
pened. 

'Visitof. Oh, I do so wish you’d tell me how* 
'' ‘Patmore. The priests burnt it. 

VS'tyr. Why, what on earth should they 
have done that for ? 

Patmore. To get the insurance money. 
After this a dead pause, then :— 

Visitor. Weren’t you sorry to hear that 
TSthor ^-was dead ? 

\ t 

Patmoje. No, I was very glad. 

\One hears the very voice of Patmore in this 
amrojpg conversation, so,admirably reported. 
More seriouf" iff* i^s scojoe, but of ^xactly the 
same kind, was his independence with respect 
to the doctrine of Papal Infallibility. Patmore 
accepted it in principle, ^absolutely, without 
discussion j but when it came to Pope Pius 
IX’s glosses upon it, he swept these away 
as “ me«ly personal opinions of an amiable 
old gej»e man, by which I am in no degree 

» 

The same»fha%ghty independence marked 
his attitude towards the practical discipline 
>f his. Churcfy. .was a mystic, fhdeed, 
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of the highest class, b^Phe declined to accepf 
the ordinary paths to ecstasy. At one point 
he was admirably original, and this claims 
attention in any critical survey of his character?* 
The typical mystic has no pity for his wretched 
body. In the practices of a vehement peni¬ 
tence, he reduces his physical condition to a 
transparency through which alone, as *he 
supposes, the sacred light van shine. It is 
in ceaseless maceration, in a cloud of fatigue ' 
and anguish, in voluntary tribulations in¬ 
flicted without mercy, ‘that the saints of thi® 
extravagant type’ obtain their visions^^^t. 
Christina the;, Admii&ble bT&k j^FL ^'ice of 
•vtftfus i tr winter with blows of her forehead, 
and was rewarded by an ecstasy in which she 
experienced the sevpn sorrows of the Passion. 
She was aa example, like so many others of 
her class, of a 1 holiness which finds no* access 
to the Divine, until it can break df wn the 
‘walls of the vile cottage, * “ batted and 
decayed,” which we name the body. 

For , this kind of penitential hysteria Pat¬ 
more had the greatest pdssfole disdain, and 
he held that if a man qaijnof dream without 
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starving himself, it is'letter not to dream at 
all. In the* face of the most extraordinary 
stories erf perfection obtained through vexing 
oojporeai penitences, he remained unmoved. 
Fra ^y> he disliked the sterile ideas of re¬ 
morse *and despair which underlie these ex¬ 
travagances, and he suspected a course of 
discipline which reduced‘people to a state 
of extreme physical exhaustion. He was in 
-»ftt|mig more original and daring than in 
his glohficatiun of the Bo'dy. When the 
mystics* had done pouring contempt and 
h^^cd upon it, he took his furn and addressed 
it as- 4 -- «*.< 

Creation’s and Creator’s c Awning gooT; 

Wall ol infinitude; 

Foundation of the sky, 

In Heaven forecast, • 

And longed for from ctcrnitv . . 

• Reverberating dome, 
fif music cunningly-built home 
Mgainst the void and indolcnt*disgrace 
pi)f unresponsive space; 

"Little sequestered pleasu/e-housc 
For God and for His spouse. 

it i 

We need fceUnd surprise that the poet who 
could thus "addr^s the human b*dy was 
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anxious not to conf<£tSnd the lovely vision 

which he himself enjoyed with the haggard 
jnd hysterical results of exhaustion and im¬ 
poverishment. In his intrepid private con¬ 
versation, Patmore never hesitated to jjpour 
scorn upon the* anaemic ideal of the ordinary 
Catholic visionary. 

In order to obtain the full effects of imagipa- 
tion in its active state, and to enjoy undis¬ 
turbed his ecstatic visions \:>f the soul’s 
union with God, Patmore was in the habit 
of withdrawing to somomonastery for a certain 
part of each year/ The custom of going jfdo 
“ retreat ” is a common ort»—WRong pious 
p'-^on:,vw'rio sect a period of retirement that 
they may devote themselves to self-examina¬ 
tion and to special prayer. Patmore, who 
- did nothing like other people, did not under¬ 
stand his “ retreats'” in this sense, He started 
for Pontypool or P-antasaph as a hardljr:worked 
man starts for a holiday. He was 1 ont to 
■ arrive among the ihonks in the highest anittwi 
spirits,—as ' he himself said ;| V quite ’Mark 
Taplcy-ish.” He was a wfclctnne guest at a 
monastery, and I suppose tharhc appeared on 
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these occasions at his trtfcy best. He laughingly 
used to confplain that the monks fed him up 
a$ if he jvere a pig being fattened for the fai;. 
Presently his spirits would sober down ; he 
wo u^d become impatient of seeing too much 
of his*innocent hosts, and the real business 
of the “ retreat ” would begin. He would 
wrap himself round with' solitude, until he 
’experienced great- joy and rest in his calm sur¬ 
roundings ; then *he would set himself to 
conslcfei^ God in several of ilis infinite per- 1 
fections*. I recollect* Patmore’s making a 
Junction between meditation and contem¬ 
plation. He—,-rrm,-) rkeff very justly, that 

meditation was Jf painful luisines?, a*tciW"d 
by labour and travail of the mind. These 
monastic “ retreats ” were occasions of rest, 
and he liked his thoughts to float passively on 
a stream t)f contemplation* Throughout, in 
these recrements, he presenveej a wholesome 
and ga^severit y, without any species of reli-* 
pedantry. • 

Theopennt^s of his mind, where his curious 
prejudices did rlrt» happen to interfere, was 
always noticeable. His sympathy embraced 
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Emerson, £>wedenborg?<Pascal and even Scho¬ 
penhauer. With some of these it migflt 

seem difficult 'to connect the tastes of Patmore 

• 9 • 

in any reasonable degree. But in the case 
of Swedenborg he was attracted by^the 
closeness of his visionary teaching to^that of 
the Catholic Church, although it was reached 
from an opposite. point of view. “ I never 
tire of reading Swedenborg,’.’ Patmore wrote • 
“ he is unfathomably profound and yet si mple. 
I came on a passage . . . which I dove know 
how to admire enough for its surpassing in¬ 
sight into truth and for its consistence ^th 
and development of Catholic .truth. . . ? You 
wilt tl’ink "it ,, all t vcry odd tit first, but, after 
you have got used to the queerness, you will 
find that it abounds with perception of the 
truth to a degree* unparalleled perhaps in 
uninspired w-iting.” What pleased -him in 
Pascal was the splendid evidence t^iat great 
• thinker gives of the possibility of conciliating 
faith and reason -in their fullest sense. Witl 


the scorn'of Pascal for the Jesuit Fathers, fo 
their political piety and the,ii$casuistical moral; 
Patmore had an instinctive sympathy. Whe 
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he himself was reproved for boldness in his 


expressions about the mysteries, of the faith, 
he coulfl hardly have found words which* 
would better express his feelings than those 
in \Xich Pascal rebuffed the suggestion that 
he should withdraw the Provinciates. So 
might Patmore have replied,’ about his own 
fsyrhe odes, “ Loin de m’en repentir, si 
j'etais a les faire, je les ferais encore plus 

A certain pessimism in general matters, 


united to or imposed upon his extraordinary 

op^hjysm in particular instances, led Patmore 

to sympathiz^fatji tho#e who hav<i despaired 

of the system of human institutions. He 

was drawn with a vehement attraction to the 

dark philosophy of Schopenhauer, of whom 

he was one of the ee best students in this 
• * • * 
country. The tremendous effort which 

Patmore Jwas always making to* prevent* his ( 
religiou^faith from compromising his intellec¬ 
tual judgment enabled him to tolerate the 
apparent atheftm^jn the German philosopher’s, 
system. But it is very curious to notice that 
^Patmore, like ^ictajche long ^afterwards (in 
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1888), recognized in Schopenhauer an element 
which his general readers were far from 
observing. Each'of them, from his diametri¬ 
cally opposite view, instinctively detected 
what was still Christian in Schopenhauer^and 
observed how ’ much he continued * to be 

.dominated by Christian formulas. There is 
something humorous in finding an intellectual 
opinion shared in isolationvby Patmore ancf 
—by Nietzsche ! But the’bellicose elem£fl£ri»~ 
the former would probably have found some¬ 
thing to sympathize with even in the Violence 
of the latter. * * 

In the ordinary irj|ercours»*^f life it was 
infposlible, that ‘Patmore sRould not be fre¬ 
quently misunderstood by those who did not 
appreciate his humour or who had no sense 
of fun themselves. He was mischievously 
contradictory, pafadoxical and arbitrary, and 
he t had a violent hatred for “ set itimental 
faddists, humanitarians, anti-tobaccd^.ists and 
teetotalers.” Yet he could be extremely 
sentimental himself; he wps gentle ahd in¬ 
dulgent to animals; and *few men of his 
generation indulged mofe sparingly in the 
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legitimate stimulus of\vine. But in all these 
movements *he saw an interference with per- 
sonal freedom of action, a thing for which he 
was disposed to fight in the last trench. He 
warlike the late Arphbishop Magee, he would 
rather *see England free than* England sober. 
He pushed his argument to. an extreme :— # 
The bank-holidays,” he wrote, “ are a 
prodigious nuisance. The whole population 
• of „ England seem£ now to be chronically 
drunk etery Saturday, Sunday and Monday, 
Feast-day or Fast. It*is very lucky. Nothing 
bftfc.universal drunkenness. among the labour¬ 
ing classes can*keep tfrem fron^ making use, 
i.e. abuse, of the new political po\\cr. ‘‘IFVill 
be an unhappy day for England when the 
mechanic takes to becoming a sober, respect¬ 
able man.” 

The& are dark sayings* for * Patmore was 

On® with the abysmaj scorn of &ood for ill,» 
Sowing the brutish ear with doctrine hard, 

but they will not be misunderstood by any 
one who has^ha^ered the political doctrine of 
the Odes , and who recognizes that Patmore 
believed our only hope of temporary National 
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happiness to exist in stopping or hampering 

the results of the legislation of 1867. To 
Him the effect of' extended suffrage # was in¬ 
evitably an “ unsanctioned” guidance of the 
ship of State:— - * 

j 3 

helmless on the swelling tide 
Of that presumptuous sea, 

Unlit by sun of moon, yet inly bright 
With lights innumerable that give no light, 

Flames of corrupted will and scorn of right. 
Rejoicing to be free. 

He had an exaggerated way of saying all 
things, great and small.* If he heard a black¬ 
cap singing in the garden it becomp ^at 
once a nightingale,.-and in*Sescribing it 
a few hours later it became “ a chorus of five 
or six nightingales.” He could not moderate 
his praise or blame Instances of the latter 
have b’eerf’ given ; one of the former, very 
characteristic, occurs to me. In the presence 
of a ♦’number 6f men of letters, Patmore men¬ 
tioned an accomplished writer who x \vas an 
intimate friend of his. The conversation 
passed* to the lyrical poems C" Herrick, where¬ 
upon Patmore, in his most positive manner, 
exclaimed, “ By the side of-, Herrick was 


Patmore 
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nothing but a brilliant insect ! ” There was 
a universal murmur of indignant protest. 
Patmort? pursed up his lips’ blinked his eyrt 
an<^ said nothing. The conversation pro¬ 
ceeded, and an opinion of Goethe’s was 
presently quoted. Then Patmore lifted up 

his voice and cried :—“ By the side of -, 

Guthe was nothing but a brilliant insect ! ” 
This was an instance of the blind violence 
of his humour, perhaps at its worst. It was 
an atterilpt to take opinion £>y storm and to 
triumph over the bewilderment of his audi¬ 
tors, ^ and truly, in angl^-smg such prepos¬ 
terous uttcravifes^ it i^as of ten^ ^difficult to 
know how much was conscihus fun and diow 
much mere daredevil wilfulness. 

His humour often took the form of epigrams 
Dr lampoons, by far the most famous of which 

o • 

was tha't which he wrote in August, 1870, on 
Dccasion 

:elcgran^from Wocrth :— 

’ This is to say, my dear Augusta, 

We’ve hW a%>t£er awful buster : 

Ten thoifta^jd Frenchmen sent below ! 

Thank God from whom all blessings flow. * 


of the Emperor WiHiam’s famous 
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Less known is a quatrain which he threw ofi 
on finding his, mystical poems misunderstood 
tty certain commonplace members of'his own 


communion :- 


A bee upon a briar-rose hung 
And wild with pleasure suck’d and kiss’d ; 

A flesh-fly near, with snout in dung, 

Sneer’d, “ What a Transcendentalist! ” 

Nor did he spare Science, with which in 
later years he had entirely lost his early sym¬ 
pathy :— 

Science, the agile ape, may well 

Up in his tree thus grin and grind his teeth . 0 

At us beneath, ^ 

^ ^he ww-fets of the b*a^ and asphodel, 

Laughing to be his butts, 

And gathering up for use his ill-aim’d cocoanuts. 

There was some perversity in this also. He 
disliked “ gush,” and there is a story of his 
visiting Greenwich Observatory in .company 
withu Aubrey ‘ de Vere. They we^ 1 shown 
through the telescope a new comet and other 
fine things, which filled them both with 
exultation, but Dc Vere unfortunately giving 
voice to his enthusiasm about Ahc bigness of 
the stariy heavens on the .way home, Patmore 
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suddenly “ dried up,” # and maintained that the 

stars were only created “ to make dirt cheap.” 

. He cultivated the habit of* wilting occasional 
verses of compliment or humour, and it was 
nc&iceable that, however slight these were, 
they "retained the general - features of his 
style. I am permitted to print, for the first 
time, a playful address to a little girl, the’ 
daughter of on$. of his friends, and it will be 
observed that the "technique of this trifle closely 
resembles that of some of* Patmore’s mosf 


mystifal lyrics 


To Miss Josephine Knowles. 

A railw.-^jpcar, on Sandy Down, 

With you, w*re Palace, Realm aflfl*Crown \ 
’And tripe and onions, cooked by yeu, 
Ambrosia were and honey-dew ; 

Whene’er you spin upon your bike, 

I’ll trot behind, your faithful tyke. 

^afcer inflames a mighty fire, # 

So shall I but the more admire, 

'■re more you jump the dd world’s traces 
.With such exasperating graces; 

Yea, every Tory taste I’ll .banish. 

The moment Josephine turns mannish. 

And ifi i wfitc more poetry. 


The A^ngi 


wail 

lel 


oh the Bike ” ’twill be ! 


Feb., 1896 . 


C. P. 
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The personal appear££ic£ of Coventry Pat- 
more has, most fortunately, been secured 
for posterity by $he art of one of tlje most 
gifted of living artists, Mr. John S. Sargent, 
R.A. Patmore had a great admiration /or 
Mr. Sargent’s wprk ; he wrote :—“ H>3> seems 
to me to be the greatest, not only of living 
'English portrait painters, but of all English 
portrait painters.” This was certainly a very 
happy spirit in which to approach the studio, 
und this enthusiastic appreciation survived 
the weariness of “ sittings.” These began 
in June 1894, and. on September 7 Patmore 
announced the completion of ^he work as 
follows*; “ A?*^ou were'ihstrumental in getting 
the portrait done, I ought to tell you that it is 
now finished to the satisfaction, and far more 
^than satisfaction, of every one—including the 
painter—who has sepn it. It will be, s. : mply 
as a work of art, the picture of the Aca^ 1 emy,” 
where* indeed, in 1895, fit attracted universal 
admiration. In the same month of Septem¬ 
ber 1894, Mr. Sargent, saying tjiat he -had 
anly done half of Patmore as 'J^et, painted a 
1 second portrait, and later on the poet came 
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up to town to sit for»*the Prophet Ezekiel in 
tW great decorative composition which Mr. 
Sargent *was painting for tha Bbston Library, 
There are, therefore, three portraits—the most 
important of them already transferred to the 
National-Portrait Gallery—in which a hand of 
consummate power has fixed for ever upon 
canvas the apocalyptical old age of Coventry 
Patmore. 

* 

Splendid as these portraits are, however, 
and intinjately true of the poet’s latest phase, 
it is necessary to insist,that be was not always 
tl^s ragged and vulturinc,* not always such 
a miraculous jj^rtent of gnarled mandible and 
shaken plumage. • Mr. 1 $asil Charnfmeyc ^; ves 
a sketch of him in the prime of life, at about 
the age of forty :— 

“ It must, I think, have’ been early in 1864, 
that walking from Hampstead ?o Highgate in 
company with a friend who knew him, I caught 
sight at ihe corner of Caen Wood of a sombre, ’ 
stately, solitary figure dressed in deep mourn¬ 
ing. My frier\d introduced him as Mr. Coven¬ 
try Patmore*, aVd > though but few words 
passed, what little he said left an impression of 
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sadness, gravity and e&treme reticence, en¬ 
tirely consonant to his appearance/ He seemed 
as one who *had passed through poignant 
sorrow with unimpaired manliness and with 
increase of dignity. His personal appearance, 
so far as I can Srecall it, was then a g&od deal 
like the picture r painted by Mr. John Brett 
(in 1855), and the ihore salient characteristics 
with which I was afterwards so familiar were 
rather indicated than developed.” 

They had become much more developed 
when I saw him first in 1879, but thby were 
still far from giving hirti that aspect of a.wild 

' C? 

crane in the^ wilderness which»Mr. Sargent’s 
maiTPllous portrait will pass&own to posterity. 
He was exceedingly unlike other people, of 
course, even then, but his face possessed quite 
as much beauty as strangeness. Three things 
were in those 0 day's particularly no°tid£able in 
the j^ead of Coventry Patmore : the va^t convex 
brows, arched with vision ; th°e bright, shrewd, 
bluish-grey eyes, the outer fold of one eyelid 
permanently and humorously drooping ; and 
{he wilful, sensuous mdutft.,, These three 
seemed^ ever at war among themselves ; they 
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^poke three different tongues; they proclaimed 
a man of dreams, a canny man of business, a 
man of vehement physical determination. J*t 
was the harmony of these in apparently dis¬ 
cordant contrast which made the face so fas¬ 
cinating; the dwellers under this strange 
mask \%ere three, and the problem was how t 
they contrived the common life. The same 
incongruity porvaded all the poet’s figure. 
When at rest, standing or sitting, he was^ 
remarkably graceful, falling easily into languid, 
undulating poses. No sooner did he begin 
ftj ^alk than he became^grotesque at once, the 
long, thin n*:k thrush .out, the lt angularity of 
the limbs emphasized in evcty rapid, inelegant * 
movement. Sailing along the Parade at Hast¬ 
ings, his hands deep in the pockets of his short, 
black-velvet jacket, his grey cu>ls. escaping ‘ 
from under a broad, soft wide-awake hat, his 
long, jhin legs like cpmpassee measurir\g the 
miles, “his fancy manifestly “ reaching to some 
great world in ungauged darkness hid,” Coven¬ 
try Patmore' ^as an apparition never to be( 
forgotten. ^ 

His relations witji others partook of the 
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incongruity which I have tried to note in hij 
personal appearance. On one side, Patmore 
was sociable up to the very last, pleased to 
meet strangers, to feel the movement of young 
persons circling around hiiji; on another, he 
was averse to companionship, a solitary, a 
hermit. He loved the society of the ladies 

i 

of his family, but he was something of a 
Pacha even there. They were not expected to 
disturb his day dream, and sometimes he 
brusquely shook them off him. Then he would 
write to some male friend : “ It would' be a 


charity if you would come down now and th#M 
on Saturday and stay till Monday. I live all 
. my days in a wilderness of fair women, and I 
long for some male chat.” Or, in these moods, 
he would break away altogether and come up 
*to town,, descending suddenly on some active 
friend, who would* be always delighted, of 
course, to see him* but embarrassed, fen the 
hurly-burly of business, to know what»to do 
with this grim pilgrim who would sit there 


[for hovys, winking, blinking, «rhoking innu¬ 
merable cigarettes, and saying ne^t to nothing. 
Little parties suddenly collected to meet 
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£atmore at luncheon t>r dinner were found to 

be the most’successful form of entertainment: 

• • 7 

for thodgh he would sometimes scarcely say a 

word, or would ‘wither conversation by some 
• ^ * 
paradox ending in a crackle and a cough, it was 

discovered that he believed himself to have 
been ajmost indecorously sparlcling on these 
occasions, and would long afterwards refer to a 
very dull, small*dinner as “ that fearful dissi¬ 
pation.” 

He wa« so very loyal to his Restricted friend- 

0 • 

ships, that a fresh incongruity is to be traced 
ifc the notorious fact tjwt he had sacrificed 
more illustrictfte friend^ on the altar of caprice 
than any other man in England. He ha^Tbeen 
intimate with Tennyson, Emerson, Browning, 
Rossetti, Millais, and Woolner, yet each of 

these intimacies ceased as ti me went on, and each 

• • 

was brdken off or dropped b^ Patmore. He got a 
reputatron in some quarters fbr churlishness, 
which it is not very easy to explain away, yet 
which he did not quite deserve. The cessation 
of these relat&nthips was due to several,causes. 
In the cases of»Ten*nyson, and in lesser measure 
of Ruskin, th*e youthful spirit of idolJtry had 


2 p 6 Coventry Patmore 

-;-*--*-»- 

given place to a mature? independence not so 

agreeable to the idol. In some "of these in¬ 
stances, when the tie had become Irksome 
it was snapped by what was called a “ quarrel,” 
an incident often of highly mysterious char¬ 
acter. Every one who knew Patmore'^vell has 
heard him tell* the story of his “ quarrel ” with 
Tennyson. I was at pains to sift this anoc- 
dote, and was able to prove fc> my own satis¬ 
faction that it could not have happened. It 
was simply, I think, a casuistical mode of free¬ 
ing Patmore’s memory from the burden of 
Tennyson’s influence. In this conne^iefl, 
as Patmore’s absence from TenVyson’s funeral 
has been cq’mmeated on, I< am glad to take 
this opportunity of explaining it. Patmore 
was so anxious to be present that he came to 
Londorn fqr the purpose, without waiting for 
the indispensable *card of invitatioij; This 
latter was sent td Hastings by rnist&e, and 

G c 

Whence to Lymington, and thence to town, 
reaching Patmore an hour after the ceremony 
began m the Abbey. Two yea's before Tenny- 
sdn’s death, the old friends exchanged kindly 
verbal greetings through a thitd person, but 
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neither would write *first to the other, and 
they met no more. 

Another cause for the rifpture of certain 

early friendships'was religious sentiment. It 

must never be forgotten that Patmore was 

not merely a Catholic, but an enthusiastically 

convinced and strenuous one*. tlis conversion 
< . * 
tc Rome severed many old ties, and he was not 

anxious that these should be renewed. His 

attitude to Rossetti was typical. He spoke 

of no one with more heat of Presentment than 

of Rossetti; I remember that, on occasion of 

Aat poet’s death, in i$&2, I was bewildered 

by $atmore’^lexpressijj>ns. He drew himself 

up in his chair, fii« eyes blazed, he, was like the 

Prophet Ezekiel in his denunciation. He 

considered, so he explained, that Rossetti, 

more than any other man since th£ great old 

artist-^ge, had been do#ered with insight 

into sjnritual mysteries, that the Ark of 

passion had beeh delivered § into his hands and 

that he had played with it, had used it to 

serve*his cu^si^y and his vanity, had profaned 

the Holy of ^olid’s; that he was Uzzah and 

Pandarus, and that there wfs no forgiveness 
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for him anywh&% 
in lesser degree, 

came in at times for fintastic dhxuncktioa. In 
these sallies, fun and earnest were indissolubly 
mixed, yet it was very* farindeed frdfii being 
all fun. 

Patmore’s austerity being, as it was, strongly 
emphasized by his candour «of speech and 
virile intellectual independence, it is wall to 
note that he wa* by no means, at least in the 
Puritan sense. ascetic. *Jor, although so pas- 
sionatato; a. Catholic ( in all the fibres of, kft 
bemg^ lli ^ JiiWit hia^ympatiAs to h»°own 
ordeiT- C^ ^e contrary, he°was remarkably 


ready to mcat to 
approved <& The ex 
I recollect: was the 
already made some 0 
mad^ abo^t 4#;*1 
eighteenth' cent 
hire and Voltes^ 
vile as<rpeop^0||| 







of love.? 

! " “'il 



l whatever he 
bof this which 
Which I have 
*Mcfi he once 
firsts ''of the 
sand La.ilor- 
not nearly so 
J^j there? .is a 
^conception 







p tie Syit^osium^mA all tie first pagan 
rapture in Apical beauty waa^ Catholic too. 
For a long time Patmore hesitated whether he 
should hangp the low landing whiclf faced 
wi^ 00 f at Hastings a life-size cast of the 
Venus of M|o or a reproduction of the San 
Sisto Madonna. The ladies bf the household* 
mwA preferring the latter, it was at length 
put up, but Patmore remarked to me, with a 
sigh, u Tie Venus would have been at least as* 
Catholic*** In *U these instances he per¬ 
ceived in the innocent? sensupus form a symbol 
W&4 1 but4dded a whispered and exterior 
benediction 0 that "solemn sacrament of 
marriage, whichiseld so lofty a place in his 
conception of ’spiritual life. Greek sculptors, 
poet* pf the %wissance, even the Crfibillons 
of the uvqpld of pajch and pojvddr, leemed,* 
tp Ids ojpad visibn, like those wild men who 
knelt in the narthex of an andient Christian 
church; though they might never penetrate 
into the fane itself. 


hit occasional bunts of 
^to^things wluch are* 

U 




^ 2*1 o Coventry Patmore 

' not merely of solemn import, but to no one qf' 
more genuine solemnity than to himself. He 
once said to me, in this connexion, “ No one 
is thoroughly convinced of the truth of his 
religion who is afraid to joke about it, just as no 
man can tease a woman with such impunity as 
. he who is perfectly convinced of he r love.” 
He did not scruple to invent Catholic legends, 
some of which are now, we are told, in steady 
. circulation among the devout. In particular, 
I remember a story about the dormouse, who 
was created with a naked tad like a rat, but 
who, seeing Adam .and Eve eating the apple, 
and being conscious of i sinful longing, pressed 
what tail he had to his eyes fio shut out temp¬ 
tation. He was instantly rewarded by the not 
very, silky brush which has been the pride of 
his descendants. This Patmore invented, cir¬ 
culated, and had the exquisite pleasure,—-so, at 
least, he affirmed 1 ,—of seeing adopted into works 
of Catholic tradition. 

It is entertaining to those who knew Coven¬ 
try Patmore well to hear hi n qonjectured of 
by those who never saw him as “ mild ” ot 
“ namby-pamby.” In point of fact, he was 




'•the most masterful tff men, the very type of 
that lofty, ‘moral arrogance which antiquity 
identified with the thought' oi Archilochus. 
This'partljressential, partly exterior tgjwlency 
to tyrannize, to be ^ law to himself and others, 
to cut all knots whatsoever wifh a single, final 
slash of^hat stringent tongue cd his, was, indeed,, 
a spare to him. It obscured too often the sun- 
* shine of his sensitive tenderness, and in such 


paems as “ The Toys ” and “ If I were Dead ” 
a piteous t proof is offered to us’that he was cfln- 
scious df this. ^Jlis hand was apt to be too 
h*av,v in reproof; what # td himself seemed 
tempered by ks humqrous exaggeration fell 
upon the culprl^ with a trushing weight. 
And then Patmore would be sorry ^ for his 
anger, and angry with himself for being sorry, 

• until the fountains jthat should have been 
sweet aftid clear^v^re bittSr and turbid with 
conflicting emotion. 

Rarely has a knowledge ot the man been 
more essential to th'e comprehension of his 
writings than vps the case with Coventry 
^Patmore. To, vmderstand the poems, some 
vision of the an^ilar,, vivid^ discordant, andy 


212 Coventry Patmore 

- F --- c - 1 --- » - 

• yet exquisitely fascinatihg person who com-* 

posed them is necessary. During a great 
portion of his life, the genius of Patmore was 
under almost unbroken cloud; it was 

the object of ridicule and jebuke ; even now, 
when honour *is generally paid to his name, 

t the extraordinary originality and force of his 
best work is properly appreciated by but few. 
It is my firm conviction thai the influence of 

( .Coventry Patmore, as the master-psychologi&t 
of love, human and divine, is destined steadily 
to increase, and that a future generation will 
look back to him wjth a mingled^homage, aad 
curiosity when many of .those whose doings now 
fill the columns 1 of our ij^vfrspapers are for¬ 
gotten. r For, in this composite age of ours, 
when all things and people are apt to seem 
repetitions of people an^things which amused 
some previous generation, G'wentry^Patmore 
.contrived, unconsciously, to give the impres¬ 
sion of being, like the Phoenix of fable, the 
solitary specimen of an unrelated species. 


Chapter VII, 
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T “T .THEN we take into consideration the 
YY splendid ambitioh of Coventry Pat¬ 
more aud the prolonged duration of 
hk life, it is very curious to observe that he, 
never contrived to finish a single work. We 
hav£ seen that Jlhe Mgel in the House , which 
w*s . # to ha yjt consisted qf six sections, was 
dropped in 1163 at .the conclusion of the 
fourth. The present collection qf odes en¬ 
titled The Unknown Eros is but a qhain of 
stray fragments out of the poem on Djvine 
Love wh^ch as lat/* as 1866 he was still' 
endeavouring"* ^complete. Patmore’s third 
great design, the poerp on* ’the Marriage o£ 

the Blessed Virgin, of which in 1870 he was 

• * 

“laying the,foundation broad and deep,” 
never rose at^alkfrom its too-ambitioul basis. 
'The causes of mis failure to give complete 
expression to his iwn geniu^were man^. ButJ 

M3 
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, the most important of them, I think, was th^ 
excessive emotion which Patmore threw into 
his imaginative experience. Other poets of 
his a§,^._. notably Tennyson" and Browning, 
made poetry their business. They forced the 
ecstasy they felt' into the channels of tneir art, 
.and mastered it,, instead of allowing it to 
master them. . 

Patmore, though not less of a bard than these 
,jnen, was less of an artist. He had not th» 
gift* of imaginative storage ; he could not, as 
Tennyson did, ponder* for, yveeks bn the 
execution of a theipe, gradually ^buildingi up 
the structure of his poem. PGtmore was in 
his essence an improvisatore. bnly without the 
lightness, the fluidity, of the improvisatore. 
He improvised dark sayings, and flashed out 
L gnojnic prophecies in his ..cave. But he could 
only write when the intolerable inspiration 
descended upon him, ajid he had no power of 
storing poetic material. He excused his silence, 
on one occasion, by saying that one song, or a 
succession of.songs, would npt express what 
he felt; nothing but “ the sim ultaneous utter- • 
\mce of many songs in different directions’’ 
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»could serve to relieW liis emotion, which was, 
therefore, by a “ mortal impossibility,” stifled, 
inste'adtaf flowing into melody When the im¬ 
pulse was upon him, he wrote with a tremejidous 
energy and self-gratulation, alrfiost fllce a man 
conscioiftly breathed into by a. god. But this 
ecstasy^ could never be sustained, and in the 
deep depression which followed the moment’ 
of exaltation he sank to the belief that he was 

J 

nothing but a miserable self-deluded poeta¬ 
ster.” 


Thisj as the experienced reader will note, 
if a^ symptopi by which we "diagnose the born 
lyrist. This ruction, thi*s*agonized query, 


where slept thine ire. 

When like a blank idiot I put on thy wreath, 
Thy laurel, thy glory, 


The light of thy story, 

Or was I a worm, to'~» low-creeping for, dejth ? 
(^JDelplik j\pollo4 

are the\ery signs-manual of <h e malady of the 
accredited singer, who is lifted high only to be 
daslied down the loWer. It* is to this tempera- 
men!, without question, that we owe^ome of 
those bursts ^oflsdng which still stir the very 
depths of out flying after centuries o{ silenc^. 
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^But the curious tfiing is ft that Patmore’never 
* recognized in himself the singer pure andsimple;' 


he desired to excel in epic, gnomic and didactic 
poetry, and for success in these it is plain that 
he had" ^ot the temperament. He never 


realized this fact ? and he even endeavoured to 
explain away the evidences of it. It is impos¬ 


sible to overlook the repeated occasions on 
which he asserts that his writings were tAe 


result of a prolonged effort of the intellect. 
Evidently he wished that they should be, ancT 
believed that they were. He wrote that every 


one of his mature books hacf been written' 
“ after many years of'ieflection on Ks subject,” 
and in a sense this was doubtless true, but not 
in the sense he intended. It was in a mood of 


far juster self-observation that he spoke of 
the discovery of the mode of treating a 
subject ,f being with hinb “ co-instantaneous 
with the actual composition.” "“That is $ie true 
experience of the lyrist, but this is not how 
epic and philosophical poetry are written. 

Patmore was painfully'aware tBat inspira¬ 
tion came to him fitfully and j irely, and that 
it left him soon. A fine prid' preserved him 

» i f (i r 
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from going on for a moment after he was con¬ 
scious that'the sudden illumination had been 
removed. His best things, he knew, had been 
written most quickly ; several ofj^isjine^ odes 
in less than two hours each. His attitude to 
poetry «Was very noble ; much as he longed 
to express his mission, as he regarded it, he 
would steadily maintain a* literary conscience. 
In 1868 he wrote, “ Though, of course, I may 
not be a competent judge of how good my 
best is, I am sure that I have given the warlcf 
nothing but my best” He long hoped that 
\JIt1i age a^greater freedom*would settle upon 

him' that the* heavenly*visitant might be in- 

• * 

duced to come orftener, and to stay longpr. He 

I • _ 

thought that each poet had a certain amount of 

original poetry in him, and that if he did not 

get it out of himself ,in his spring pr §ummer,» 

he might hftjjie^to* do so*fn his? autumn. But 

Patmort’s autumn brought «a*rporc continuous 

silence, and to'the final edition of 1886 he 

prefixed the proud simplicity of this brief 
• • 
confession:— 

“ I have written*little, but it is all my bestf; 

I have never spoflen when I had nothing to sayj 


hitlenTitt 
spoflen wf 
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nor spared time or labour to make my words 
true. I have respected posterity, dnd, should* 
there be a postfesity which cares for letters, I 
dare hope^that it will respect me.” 

There is no' question that Patmore was 
sincere in this conception of his owrfVartistic 
rectitude, and it is true that he spent a great 
deal of time in revising and altering what he had 
written. But it was an epithet, the turn of a 
phrase, or the arrangement of a rhyme that he^ 
changed, and it <was very curious that the 
repeated editions of his earlyjpoetry continue 
to present us with' blemishes whic^i are of 3 ag 
essential kind. These* were, in,not a few'in- 

a *» 

stances, pointed oat to him by critical acquaint¬ 
ances. Yet they were seldom removed. The 
fact wasYhat Patmore, with the best will in 
-the worl^l, ,was unabl£ to perceive them, and 
when they were pointed out tojiipvhe defended 
thern^ not with obstinate vanity, but* with a 
blank bewilderment. When ‘the revival of 
Patmore’s fame began, about 1885, the new 
gaccratjon of admirers, whose opinion' was 
fotmded upon Amelia and Th^ Unknown Eros, 
\^ere socnewhat scandalized ft the connubial 
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•^vapidities of the plot*of The Angel in the House., 
Ode of the most ardent of these critics felt 
obliged to insist upon the%fact that “this 
laureate of the tea-table, with ^bi ^humdrum 
stories of girls that smell of bread and bfftter, 
is in hfc? inmost heart the most arrogant and 
visiomyy of mystics.” That, was all very well, 
bjit Patmore, while accepting the second 
clause of this statement, repudiated the former. 

-Tig could not be persuaded of its truth, although 
it is no t longer necessary to quote examples , 

-^ 1 ^ extregiely pedestrian narrative which 
majred the early poems. ^ They cannot be de¬ 
fended, and the onlyjnterest they possess lies 
in the fact thaf Patmore continued tc^defend • 
them. The matter is summed up in a witty, if 
rather cruel, sentence by Dr. Garnett, when 
he tells us that Patmore “ had new percegtior? 
of ths^sulftraie^m oth£f men’s writings or 
of the ridiculous in his owrf.” 

In the early* narrative poems, published at 
intervals between 1844 and 1863, what is now 
attractive to the reader is always th» l yt w wi 
setting. Th^ 1 devoted almost exclusively *to 
an analysis o*f ^patpry instinct in ks most 
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guileless and paradisal forms. The portraiture } 
of woman as a sort of household Madonna’is 
carried through Svith great ingenuity. In those 
days the con£pytion of love which Patmore had 
fornred was still very simple; it scarcely 

A recent French writer on English life, M. 
Robert d’Humieres, J has observed that oiy 



■ nation rfaime fas la femme hors de sa maison, 
and bases upon this cloistered habit certain r£^», 
flections upon thcchastity of English imagina¬ 
tive literature. If there ie some truth in this _ 
observation, then that erotic idealism of respect 
reaches its mdst intense expression in The Angel 
"in the H#use, and it< is in this that the element 


of lasting popularity in that poem resides. 
Nor ‘would the element be reduced by 

c 

the fact that Patmore’s conception of this 
reverence in lov£ is ndf genuinely.tytfritu^l, but 
physical and egotistical. This was what caused 
him so great a confusion when he definitely 
joined the Roman commuriion, since Catholic 
•dw&haejooks askance at any expression of com¬ 
plaisance with what is either serlual or mortal. 
Patmorek ingenuity was able to discover a wav 
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' c out of his dilemma ;*he persuaded himself that, 
his conception of love embraced a sentiment 
©f sacrifice accepted which ^endowed it with 
spirituality. 

The reader of to-day will not be trOtfblcd 
by such scruples, and for hirh*the difficulty of 
enjoying Patmore’s early poems will be that of 
being interested in virtue’ which is so tamely 
happy and so easily rewarded. The household 
- atmosphere in th£se works is like that in son^e 
of the dpmestic pictures of the period, an air 
-/kw^ed'with t^e gerfifme of pinks and sweet peas, 
♦n some dgep garden wheje ho wind ever blows 
and where it is always afternoon.’ The Vicar’s 
daughters arri^c # to play the old. simple form* 
of early Victorian croquet; their crinolines 
cluster around the curate, who takes advantage 
of that shelter to'cheat a little whea his # turfi 
comes*frouiKi; '“there !? *a faint buzzing of 
insects, the click of ^he nlallets on the # balls, 
an innocent lig*ht-heartcd chatter, and Mamma 
is always nqt far ofi, in an easy chair, knitting 
some object «ut of rainbow-colourod ^IflXdS. 
If a couplq wanders off for a little while 
among the current hushes, it is only ir#respon»e 
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To urgent pleas and promise to behave 
As She were there. 

Between all'this warm sweetness and thn 
sharp,, glacial air of the Odes, there seems to lie 
a clwrm, but it* is bridged over by Amelia , in 
several respects^ <he most wonderful' of Pat¬ 
more’s productions. It was written ip four 
days at the beginning of 1878, and is, therefoi^, 
among the latest of his poetical writings. Not¬ 
withstanding this fact, it must be treated jjs. 
a lipk between the narratives of the poet’s 
Protestant period, and the odes of Cat holic^ 
inspiration which date from 1864 onwards. B • 

A word which has been very* laxly used in 
nineteepth-century criticism is^exactly fitted to 
describe Amelia. That poem is in the strictest 
sense an idyll, a short ornamented narrative on a 

d 

rustic s\\,bjqct; it belongs to the same rural 
type as the Komdstes oFTheoautus^and i$ blends 
in a like degree the character of the little epic 
with that of the ode. Very few modern pieces 
bear such happy trace of obedience to Words- 

Q 

■dWMft&s ^direction that the poet should write 
with his eye upon the objfictit The whole . 
aimosph^re of Amelia , of it?* locality, of its 
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< ethics, of its language, of its landscape, is, 
stfictly individual. To speak first of its locality, 
though no place is mentioned/ we identify at 
once “ the little; bright, surf-br^ithing t9wn,” 
that 


Gathers its skirts against the gjrse-lit down 
,And scatters gardens o’er the southern lea, 


df unquestionably Hastings, and every slight 
epithet that follows confirms the impression. 
"The landscape is not less clearly individual. As 
the lovers walk through it, the scene fakes 
**wl«in aspects which*are neither accidental nor 
indifferent but each phrase of which has its 
moral significance. kn*the following passage, 
the reader who daes not seek to inquird deeply 
may be charmed with the freshness of a spring 
picture ; to the closer stqdent every segment of 
the description is charge^ with,sym*boIisnT<— 


And so jv# went alone, 

By walls o’er v^hich the*lilac’s numerous plume* 
Shdok down perfume; , 

Trim plots,close blown 

With daisies, in conspicuous myriads seen, 

Engross’d eici.|on* 

With single vroour for her spouse, the sun; 
Garths in their glad array 
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Of white and ruddy branchy auroral, gay, 

With azure chill the maiden flow’r between; 

Meadows of fervid green, 

With sometime-sudden prospect of untold 
Cowslips^lik^chance-found gold 1 ; 

«sisd broadcast'buttercups at joyful gaze, 

Rending the air jwith praise, „ 0 

Like the six-hfindred-thousand voiced shout 
Of Jacob camp’d in Midian put to rout; 

Then, through the Park, 

Where Spring to livelier gloom 
Quicken’d the cedars dark, 

And, ’gainst the clear sky cold, 

Which shone afar* 

Crowded with sunny alps qtacular, 

Great chestnuts r?jsed themselves abroad like clftts bi 
bloom. - 


The. subject of 'Amelia is hot less original 
than its treatment. Never did a poet choose a 
theme more perilous, or one which must depend 
•for jts success more entirely on the sincerity of 
his thought and the distinction of Kis lfchguage. 
The c hero of thS 'p 061 ! 1 1S a man no longer 
quite young, who has been betrothed (Patmore 
shrank, perhaps judiciously,'from saying married) 
"'"'"’certain Millicent. She has died and has 
been buried in the churchyard close by. After 
a period of deep sorrow, he falls in love again. 


- * t 
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‘this time wifh one of a simple birth, and almost 
a child,, Amelia. .On the earliest occasion when 
her careful mother, a widow* allows him to 
take Amelia for a walk, he coi\oiurio her*over 
the cliffs to the <grave of Millicent. The 
position is one eminently natural, eminently 
pathetifc, but it lies so far removed from the 
conventional haunts of the Muses that the 
courage of Patrr/bre in adopting it is much to 
be admired. One conceives the cachinnationof* 

the Philistines at the idea o/ an ode about a 

• 

.^an«ivhose idea o£ a pleasant walk for a young 

gtVl ip who#n he is just eagaged is to show her 

the tombstone*of her* predecessor. Patmore, 

extremely moved*by personal emotiofl, and 

supported by his own strange experience, was 

indifferent to ridicule. Nor can any sober critic 

read the lines which d^gcribe.thd approach 

of Amelfe to the^grave of Millicent without 

admitting that he nobly justified’his boldness—• 

• 

While, therefore, now* 

Hey pensive "footstep stirr’d 

The darnell’gi girden of unheedful death, 

She ask’d what rlillicent was like, and heard 

4 ) 

Of eyes like hers, and honeysuckle breath, 

And of a wisor than a ^woman’s blow, 
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Yet fill’d with only woman’s love, and how 
An incidental greatness character’d 
Her unconside^d ways. 


But all my paise 

Amelia<hougkt too slight for Millicent, 

And on my lovelier-freighted arm she leant 


For more attont; 


And the tea-frose I gave 

To deck her breast, she dropp’d upon the grave. 


The passage must be read in its entirety, 
c but nowhere does Patmore give more spleffdicT 
evidence of his delicate and subtle insight into 
the female heart than in the portraits wh$th hC 
contrives to indicate of the two maidens, each 
so demure, sweet and pathetic, and yet each 
so utterly unlike the other. 

In Amelia the style of Patmore reaches 
almdst t its highest level of nervous vigour. 
The form of verse which he adopts \s one which 
was introduced. into English* literature by 
‘Colley, with whom, 'as I have already said, 
Patmore had considerable affinities. The 
Jasrj^oet was born into an age of happier taste, 
and was forewarned agairut^the errors of his 
predecessor. Like Cowley, however, he had 
evidently been a close student of Spenser, and 
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cthe majesty of the *Prothalamion has left its' 
stamp r upon its style. There is* too, sometimes 
a murmur here of that mus?c of Comus and 
Lycidas which is often heard jmore loudl y ii^ 
The Unknown Eros*. But Spenser is the model, 
if model be not too strong 0 , word for an 
influerffce so illusive, an influence which tinges* 
Amelia as that of Tennyson tinged The Angel 
in the House. 4n neither case did the tone 
approach imitation or detract from Patmore’? 
originality. Tie had been walking in these 
poet?’ gardens;* but he*brougfyt back no blossoms 
v^itl\,him; tfie most that anild be urged was that 
his hands still efrried the .perfume of their roses. 

0 Q 

It is to be noted that the peculiar ecStasy in 
the midst of which Patmore considered that his 
poetical talent descendejd upon him, accom¬ 
panied the composition of to* an 

unusual degree. It was partly for this reason, 
no doubt, that,he always regarded it a? the 
most successful of his, writings, a view in which 
criticism will’bc not disinclined to agn^^yith 
him. In fact, tlfei^ is something in this poem 
"which is positively tantalizing, for it seems to 
give eyidence ysf a talent foi* interpreting in 
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most dignified language the homely emotion^" 
of mankind which might have drawn the whole 
world to acknowledge Patmore’s genius if he 
/'oulS have brought himself to exercise it 
frequently. 

Among the piles of The Unknown tiros there 
.is a small group which continues the impression 
formed by Amelia. These are eminently human 
in their character, and deal directly with 
•emotions which are within the range of every 
mad’s experience. The death of ,the first 
Mrs. Patmore was succeeded in the* poet’s 
heart at first by a pcxiod of fever^h despair, 
in the course.of which he wUs the prey of 
every desolating illusion and every desperation 
of unavailing regret. Later on, to this terrible 
tempest of the soul there succeeded a halcyon 
time of pdace, a sort of spiritual honeymoon 
of memory and meditation, when he Reviewed 
the incidents ot his loss no longer with rebellious 
hopelessness, but . with gratitude to God and 
withjs erenity. It was at this time (June 13, 
1863) that he wrote a m^ityarjble letter to 
Dr. Garnett, in which he was able to say that* 
“ my first nuptial joy was a pqor thing com- 
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' pared with the infinite satisfaction I can now 

feel in the assurance, which time has brought, 
that my relation with her is 1* eternal as it is 

hapPy ” . - N ^ 

It is not in the ,igony of bereavemcift but 

in the ’calmer and‘less bitter* period which 
fellows'that an artist recurs to incidents of his, 
pa*t anguish and gives them the immortal 
character of art. • We have therefore no hesita¬ 
tion in supposing diat it was in 1863 or *864, 
that Patmore 4 *composed the exquisite odes 
whic^ deal with incidents in the last illness of 
Ml wife. Mr. Basil Chamgueys has traced to the 
record of a drfcam in Patmorc’,s journal the 
germ of that exjlbrjence whi£h is dealt with in 
“ The Azalea ” 

“Aug. 23, 1862.—Last night I dreamt.that 
she was dying: awoke wkh’unspealcable ralief 
to find Mt it was a’ dream ; but a moment after 
to remember that she was dead".” 

This* was six weeks after .Emily Patmore’s 
death., and we cannot suppose that it \^s at 
this time or iyit^ paany months later, that the 
ode was written. It may be interesting to sec 
in what mannet; Patmofe, whei* he came ?o deal * 
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with this reflex emotion in a dream, chose to 

_ ‘'il 

treat it, especially as “ The Azalea,” being o*ne 
of the shortest ps well as the most perfect of 
tides, lends' itself to quotation in full:— 

There, where the sun shines first 
Against our room, 

She trained the gol^d Azalea, whose perfume 

She, Spring-like, from her breathing grace dispersed. 

Last night the delicate crests of saffron bloom, 

For that their dainty likeness watch’d and nurst, 

Were just at point to burst. 

At dawn I dream’cj, O God, that sly* was dead, 

And groan’d aloud upon my wretched bed, 

And waked, ah, God ! and did not waken her, 

But lay, with eyes still jdosed, 

Perfectly bless’d in the delicious sphere 1 

By which I kndVv so well *thai she was near, 

My hrfart to speechless thankfulness composed. 

Till ’gan to stir ,, 

i 1 

A dizzy somewhat in my troubled head— 
o It was the azalea’s breath, and she was dead ! 

c C * * 

TKe warm night had tf^e lingering buds disclosed, 

And I had fall’n asleep with to rfty breast ® 

A chance-found* letter press’d, 

• 41 , 1 c 

In which she said, ! 

“ So, till to-morrow eve, my Own, adieu ! 

Parting’s well-paid with ‘ soon, again to meet 
Saipan your, arms to feel so smallgand sweet, 

Sweet to myself that am so swee't Vo you ! ” 

♦ 

Thii is a poerp scarcely to be read, even fnr 
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»the tenth time, Without tears, and we can 
&afdly find h better example of the combina¬ 
tion of* several of Patmore’s finest qualities, 
the extreme intensity of hisS emotion Jn( 4he 
courage with which he bends familiar imagery, 
and experiences to. his art, and the singular 
distinction of the symbolism .which he borrows 
frqm external nature. Evten more harrowing* 
in its expression of that hopeless longing for 
those who have been taken from us, which the 
ancients knew»as desidertum,As the longer # ode 
entitled * “ Departuje,” in which memory 
sacapitulates the actual circumstances of the 
death of tfie gloved. This marvellous poem 
contains an example of whafr used to be called 
“ wit,” of strange inverted reflection, which 
is, to my mind, one of the \nost poignant 
things in all literature. .-The.lover, hanging ove» 
the bedlof the dear crefture Whose gentleness 
“and thoughtfulness have made her eyes “a 
growing gloom'of love,” then sees her depart 
abruptly. # ’ 

3 With sudden, unintelligible phrase, 

And frifch®n’d eye, 

Upon her journey of so many days, 

Without, a single kiss or a gpod-bye. 

* 1 
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In the bewilderment ohhis distress, it is not* 
the endless bereavement that surprises him, Hut 
the discourtesy jin one who never failed in the 
bgp.'ciy of herunanners before. He calls out 
TTfSt “*it is not like her great ^nd gracious ways,” 
and his wretchedness is concentrate^', for a 
moment, on tke ^bitter disappointment that 
the only loveless look which she ever gave him 
should be that with which she, leaves him. To 


the same category of things almost too poignant 
to Ke put into words, of fancies*o6 sincere and 
sorrowful that they wring thq very fyeart, 
must be added “ The Toys,” of which we l\avw 
already spokfin ; “ A Farewell,”*(where one of 
the venations of«separation r -ds defined, as 
Wordsworth and others have defined it, in 
the inability tc'share emotional experience, so 
fhat^ 

no' dews blfcr our eyes 

To see the peach-bloom come in evening slues *’); 
<s *If I were Dead”; afld the .more mystical, 
but still very human and. direct “ Tristitia,” 


whiclj^nay be taken as the poem’ which dinks 
this group of odes to the auciftrer numbers of 


The Unknown Eros. * 

On the political and -j s j jo not 



» 1 . 
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• propose to add mu«h to what i have said in 
a previous chapter. Patmore’s opinions about 
public affairs were important, I think, for 
their substance Aever, for their form some*i«j£s. 
His theory that Jiis country was “a*coip£> 
simulating life only by the ‘exuberance of its 
corruption ” was one which, dicl not lend itself 
t« fruitful projects for the future. Patmore 
was one of fjhe most impassioned public 
pessimists who hafs ever lived ; each party was 
the abomirfiTPion of desokrtion to him, the 
Ou^ being pnly a •little better than the Ins 
'"because they happened ^o Be out. 

Mr. Frederick Greenwood, wlto had a rare 
intuition into*P^itmore’s character aryl a still' 
rarer tact in dealing with it, contrived for a 
time to induce him to express, 1V1 verse and prose 
which cquld be printed*, hrs grotesque views #n 
eurreftf politics.* But Patmore himself allowed 
that the newspaper ,whic*h* should print his 

untutored lucubrations would have to be 

# • 

named Tom,o > Bedlam. The reforms introduced 

• i 

by Mr. Disraej^in the parliament of I&J were 
greeted by J’atmore, as we have already seen, 
with such jubilant irony a§ this:— • 
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In the year of the great crime, ; 

When the false English Nobles and their Jew, 

By .God demented, slew 0 

The Trust they stopd twice pledged to keep from wrongs 
O ne said, Take up thy song, 

JTKaX. breathes the < mild and almost mythic time 
Of England’s prime! 


His friends, 'excessively alarmed at c these 
prognostics, entreated him to fix for them thg 
date of “ England’s prime,” bu'v; he was unable 
to name a year. The ode from which these 
lines ,are quoted, if preposterous*us prophecy, 
contains some noble amd much vigorous 
rhetoric. In “ Peafce,” ih “ 1880-1885,” apcU» - 
“ Crest and Gulf,” this quality it must °be 
confessed, occurs more rarely, <®nd the poet 
too often descends to the note of an angry 
scold in the market-place, shrilling ever loud- 
liar ancl Iqss jntelligibly'-fcecause no one seems 
to heed. Patmcfre sav/" darkly that \Vhkh ha> 
did not see with ‘his bodily eyes. His own 
circle of life, his own family,* friends, and 
acquaintances, were lowered with every charm 
and evdti£ virtue, but outside th^ ring he could 
perceive nothing but what he called “ the . 
amorous end vehement drift of min’s herd to 
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■ hell.” Mere invective, especially vMien directed, 

'without insight or examination, to all public 
parties’, is very tiresome, and Patmore’s political 
odes are scarcely readable aft^: forty yeaj ^ of 
historical evolution, in spite of’the nervqus a’vl 
pictifres'que phrasus which abpund in them. 

Welcome, finally, to the Jar£c section of the 
qfles where Patmore deals', in a spirit of daring 
and profound speculation, with the mysteries 
of religion. In. an earlier chapter we have 
examined conditions .under which tlfis 
magnificent body <jf metaphysical poetry was 
written. Patmore had become famous as the 
po£t of ^vedjjed love, *of the exquisite bond 1 
which unites #voman to ijian*. Now, in the, 
maturity of his powers, with a‘command of 
the instrument such as he had lv^ver possessed in 
earlier years, he attempted a subljmer s'ubjegt, 
ihe bind which, unite* the stiul to God. St. 
Francois de Sales says that l‘,God, continually 
taking fresh hrrows from the quiver of His 
infinite beauty, wefunds th*e soul of His lovers, 
malting themxj.early perceive that th|p do not 
love Him ha* so much as He deserves their 
love.” Pa^piore Ijad long seen tfi^t hun^n 
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passion is, or may be treated as, a symbol of the^ 
divine. His mind had been drawn to tKis 
parallel even before he became a Catholic, and, 
th ^ide a was strefigthened in him by the study of 
some of the less fays tic al fathers, for instance, of 
the sweet and reasonable St. Bernard. Patmore 
did not consider, that renunciation oi all 


Human pleasure in a faonastic life was necessary 
to a high view of spiritual philosophy. On the 
contrary, as one of the pillars of the Churph 
has sgid, “ the innocent captive*-of marriage 
may sing the songs of Ziqji in a virginity of 
heart.” It was a grfcat principle with Patmore# 
1 that the cell and the hair-shirt do not encourage 
high thought, but that the study»of divine love 
may be pushed to the most secret recesses of 
its myster^ by those whose daily life is made 
wholesome^ |>y legitimise occupations A 
sanctified pleasures. 

The views which fatmore expressed, in 
* highly 1 figurative language, in fhe course of 
The Unknown Eros are fully discussed in his 
» letters, ^nd in the prose fragments which 
Mr. Basil Champneys has brought together with 
suqh ardent care. Patmote intej&rpt^ 1 — 
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• # as “ the mystic craving of the, great to become t 
th*e love-captive of the small, while the ^nall 1 
{ias a corresponding thirst for^the enthralment 
of the great.” This metaphor, taken from -*he 
phenomenon of sex, he expanded in a great 
variety’ 5 f images’and reflexions, where the 
Deity»was represented as masculine and active, 
ajid the human soul, as feminine and passive. 
Coleridge had ^propounded the formula, the 
Father is thesis, the Son antithesis, the Hojy 
Spirit synthesis. Patmore accepted and adapted 
this^to the j-equiroments of his sexual sym¬ 
bolism, defining Godhead a? thesis, Manhood as 
antfthesis* anefc the Reuter, “ whibh is not the 
absence of theiife of sex, btft its fulfilment and 
power,” as synthesis. The theory was worked 
out with extreme boldness and fullness in the 


lost prose treatise, Spi/ilsa Dei, which Paynofc 
was qf^ihppily induced to burn in 1887. 

The metaphor of sex runs through the whoje 
of tha Unknown Eros , but is, perhaps, developed 
mosj: clearly.in the ’^iree Psyche odes, in which 
indeed Patmona^ genius may be said 4 b have 
culminated., If we wish to study his meta¬ 
physical poei^y at it* most elaborate height ef 
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subtlety and symbol, we should pass at once 
to these poems.. 

To analyse w^uld almost be to profane them * 
tfee^are 


•Preserving-bitter, very sweet, 

Few, that so “all may be discreet. 

And veil’d, that, seeing, none may see.” a 

They are founded on a favourite doctrine of 
Patmore’s, that the Pagan myths, even when 
they seem gross and earthly,. contain the pure 
elements of living Christian doctrine in symbol. 
He found these elements iiy such a story as that 
of Jupiter, Hercules, and Alcmena. rlo^ 
much more,'then, should he fiujl them in J thc 
> starry legend of Cupid' and Psyphe ? But his 
interpretation was not merely subtle, it was of 
a burning intensity, and it is not to be sup- 
posed th$t jhe very elect would be^ready to 
embrace it. As a matter of fact, in ft&more& 
lifetime the Psyche Odes were not a little of 
a stumbling-block to all but & few readers, 
who themselves w‘ere apt" to feel that they 
wandei^jd in these strophes 


sab luce maligaa, 

0 

Inter ^rundineasque comas, gravidumjae papaver, 
Et tadtos sine lab£ lacus, sine murmmre rivos, , 

, c ^ 
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.as if in a land where words had lost half their. 

1 • # • 

meanipg and i<Jeas all their (definition. Jit is * 
a curious fact that “ obscurity ” in literature 
is a relative thing, and that # the world soon 
karns to see its. way through the fwilight 
writers. Wordsworth and Tennyson were once 
thought “ obscure,” and it is only quite recently 
that people have ceased to seem affected if 
they do not firyd difficulty in Browning. With 
th* key which w£ now possess, it should not fce 
any longer* Mrd to open the casket of«Pat- 
mocp’s mystery, although it is not certain that 
or many, will be able to follow the symbol¬ 
ism to its extremity \yithout .finding that its 
audacity 

Stings like an agile bead of boiling gold. 
Patmore was very soon assured of the fact that 
these j|D&ms were not welcomed, if underftood, 
—and least when understood,—by a majority of 
English Catholics. He admitted in ono»of his 
letters that he shquld have to wait for the 
invisible Chhrch if he desired to be apjp^ciated. 
In an unpublijled letter Newman wrote that 
“ I do not jhke mixing up amorousness with 

religion, since they* are tvto such very irre- 

* • 
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concilable*eleme*ts ” ; aftdthe scruples of the ' 

, J" o * 

ordinary Catholic found voice jn the entreaties 
of Aubrey de 6 Vere that Patmore would 
moderate his ardour and suppress his later 
poems.* De Vere was the .type of extreme 
circumspection^ * who feardd that ‘Pitmore 
would be “ absolutely misunderstood thtough 
dullness or malignity,” and that scandal worijd 
ensue. De Vere himself wag an extremely 
reputable and sensitiveIrish'bachelor, of sub* 

dued* manners and nice discrettoh, while the 

8 0 

whole-arc of his gentle experience coxftuned 
no fact‘which coufd excuse the ardour of Jhiaf 
friend, when, in a blayt />f incomprehensible 
p religious, me^aphysfcs, he bur^t Uorth with 

Gaze and be not afraid, 

'Sfoqag Lover tvo4 and love-foreboding Maid; 

noon of deiflC “virion bright <. 

Abaaha not ibates • »v* 

No cpaik Mnuiapf Nature'* keen, delight,—? 
an. there y^^mmVaits! . . 

But it was thus i^it Patmore’s piore ardent 
genius ^ttitally ascended* iiwgpturous com¬ 
munion to the Deity, and he could not bend 
lus fierjfe footsteps to v^alk in|*cool, green 
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'^meadows by the side of weaker brethren. The. 
fervoty: OTTSts. mystical and Catholic pfemt * 
>lfas been attributed to his admiration of St. 
John of theCross. 1 I am reajy to admit that 
the audacity of the Psyche ddes, of 

Auraa^f Deli^fit,” and of* V Sponsa Dei,” 
(the.poem of that name, jpeginninn u What i| 
this Maiden fair ? ^ may owe hJf a‘littl*e to 
the encouragenient give n to th r English poet 
b# the study of his SpanishSprecunor’s Ohms 
Espiritualeu Bht I must; record that when, in 
188k t'found Patmore absorbed in St. John 
fif.me Cross, and turping back every other 
inslant with Jfcstasy. to, some inexpressible and 
almost intolefa|deraptui%, I 'received the* 
impression that^hemki but recently ynade the 
acquaintance of the Spanish ''iflystiov Vet by 
tha#tkpe his own lin^inkhe evohitibnef the 
sfc^njeRjfhor had lpng beef* 4 aken, and many 
of ' his, most characteristic ode? hacr for ^vesal 
yeam been printed.'* It i% true that he.had 

** vfu ‘^uaurtg^with tbHfeena fcLA e great 

Spaniard only Jn jftfffek ptofee imSiifM: *ne woald, 
h**« shnixed, lad he hvad f$*rtad thani the admirable 
*wtou*» in didmetre of the original, which lb, Arthar 
Symoqt pahEUbm in 190!. * J 

•16 
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•long been familikr with S?nta Teresa, whom 

it sef.ms to me. that Patmoi'c r eiembied not a 

• t 

little in personal character. I do not kno^ 
how it is that lj,e quotes that ‘‘fair sister of 
the seraphim ” so seldom, if at all, ip his writ¬ 
ings, and I capnot find her name, in Mr. 
Champpey?’ volurfi°s. I recollect, however, 
Patmore's elling me that Santa 1 Teresa*s 
Road to Per ft, ~tion had exercised upon him 
a< profound impression. Upon the body 
of His later poetry, no other influences are 
marked t than that pf St.John of the Crcas in 
respect to matter, and-of Milton and Spe6se^ < 
to some faint degree, in respect to manner. 

This last isnlot to be insisted ^n. I confess 

• • 

I see littje in later Victorian literature which 
bears the stamp of so much originality,-com¬ 
bined wifh ‘sucfy absolu t e distinction fb v m, 
as the best ^ ^•Toffore’s religious ocfesl Their 
.^subject, of bourse, must ^lways remove them 
from popular approval, but it is to be conceived 
that a small j:kclc, o^<hgse who comprehend, 
may continue as time goesoh ».o contemplate 
them with an almost idolatrous admiration. 
When Patmore 1 discovered, between 1878 

M 
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and 1&84, that the faculty for expressing him-- 
'sdfjtedjtiaLifirseyas leaving him, he began to’, 
ttfnbody his ideas iiv clear, nervous and ajfhor- 
iltic prose. He .wrote four small volumes, the 
first and most brilliant of which, Sponja Dei , 
nb longer exists. iThe others, principle in Art 
(1885^, Relipo lAoetee (189^), ’and Rod, Root 
ajtd Flower (1895), contain in s^ccjnct* fonm i 
summary of what Patmore’s love^and hatreds, , 
prejudices and mplinatio nc 1 a i ig^ylusions, were 
in # the last years of his life. Principle in Art 
deals with ^ie cfiticism of poetry and 

♦^ycl^tecture, and considerable portions of this 
-^Tjodk hads ap^ared, in*one font* or another, 
long previous^. Religlo PyetASovers a wider • 
ground, but covers *it in al miicn more frag¬ 
mentary manner, mainly, however,' in the 
aira^ian of proving that ^11 subjects may fee 
tw^edwtreligion, if 1 manof imagination be 
the teacher. Rod^koot andTflRR&s written 
with the violence a jparadoxical old 3 man 
wfio feels t^at the’edd approaches, and ^ho- 
lifts Ibis "voice ^pfr 4 i^!Say be fwten? 9 jlo. Its 
golden sa/ings and briefftinfinished essays will 
be read with*£elight ^y thos^ who are jftractep 
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Vo the peculiar spirit of ^atmor^; to those 
who know him not, they nja^- ^-uuic’sally 
seem almost insane in thteir extravagant in| 
flividualism. T]ie author had never cared to 
meet his weaker brethren half-way; now, as 
Nero is said t<* have done, he invites them to 
walk in his garden; and dartk out upon them, 
dressed *Uke\i wild beast, to enjoy their terros. 
The following is an example boch of the vigour 
^Patmore’s latest prose style, and of the hard 
sayings in which his mysticism indulged:— 

“ The obligatory dogmas 4 of the Churcfy are 
only the seeds of life 'The splendid flowers' 
and the delictus fruits are all in the corollaries, 
'which fc.w, sides;the saints, p^v any atten¬ 
tion to. Heaven becomes Very ^intelligible and 
attractive when it is discerned to be—Woman.”;, 
•it yvas Patmore’s theory that the Poqrt a^ne 
has the power^V^-sayrng^the truths whjcluit 
is ,not c expkaifeW fo c utter that their warmth 
°and, light are diffusec, y.hile their scorching 
'brilliance yempjns ^hollyj invisible. ^ If is 
certain lhat this theory isIrstyojie, but he 
seemed to forget that" the protection of the 
poet’s W~td lies in his art, not/in himself. 
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Patmore, whipped* m the rob$ of nis dark versa*/ 
m*l 11 li niliriiiiprfj- say many things which 
was" not convenient that he should say in 
open prose. Btit it is scarcely to be believed^ 
that the little transcendental essays* which 
form 'the section balled “ Magna Moralia ” in 
Patgrare’s latest took were^iot*intejided to be 
translated into the nobler orderi nb&y Sbemv 
unfitted, in tljeir present shapg/ to be sub¬ 
mitted to us, because inc{JTI?j 51 e*ely execute^; 
or they give ue the impressipn of very brilliant 
prose ‘trin^tions^irom* some foreign mystic 
poeC If the reader, !or % in?tance, will examine 
the* follortvan^passage :— ^ 

“ The recoj^cil^ment of the hlj^hest yith the 
lowest, thoughinfinite ferity, is an infinite 
■sacrifice. Hence thfe mysterious^nd apparently 
umpis|n*ble ‘pathos in the highe&t .and # md8t 
pi/fec^i:‘■'^tisfactions^ of ^Mij^^The Bride is 
always Amor is Vjtfimfi. Th*e» ro^^nd inner¬ 
most .sacrifice of the^roBs was the consumma-' 
tiorr of the descend o f Div inity into the flesh 
and its id^nti|^pfmtherewith ; anef^he sigh 
which al^creation headed in that moment has 
its echo in tHfct of mortal love in tfye lib»dcscen*. 
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CDiat sigh is £he inmost heaS't of all music,”— • 
’he will feel how close its ^rbstan^/ 1 ’« to that J 
of s6me fragment of The •Unknown ErdS, an^ ^ 
^.e will acknowledge that all it lacks to com-i 
plete its beautf and significance is to be 
clothed in such, verse as that of “ 0 Belici& 
Sapientiae,” or Legam Tua\n Qilexi.” f ,The 
fatet prbsp if Patmore, it appears to roe, is not 
. very important except as extending our know¬ 
ledge of his mind,-and as giying us a curious 
collection of the raw material of his poetry. 

One valuable impre^ioi^ howev^, mg gain 
from a $tudy of Patmore’s fitter prose. j^Ve, 

' see him as th^tjpe, in recent Englishfoeratjire 
•of a hi^h orc^r '‘aljnosf the so^tky type, of 
absolute faith, was no progi^ndist; he 
made no 1 efforts}' of any conspicuous kind to^ 
cocnmunic^tg 4 iis belief to others. ^ |t ^as 
enough for him vto^pnjoy with emphasis w,s 
perfect anC.-po$taneous Confidence in God. 

was not touched ^by/curiosity or doubt, 
<*ind positive' knowledge^of’ a scientific icijid, 
was wifi^ouf 3 attractionNvi.Vn^ A' passage 
very characteristic of Kis captious* and'sarcastic 
iiydiffereryt^ni occurs in the ode 'called “ The 
Two Deserts ” :—. 




Not greatly moved ivith awe afh I 
V^KtKTlUf^mJtin spy 

Five thousand firmaments beyond our own. 

The best that’s,known 

Of the heavenly bodies docs ther^credit small . . . 
The Universe, outride our living Earth, 

WftaM conceiv’d ih the Creatot’s, mirth . . . 

* P^t by the1’elesc^ope 1 
Setter witmut it man may se>. 

Stretch'd awful in the*hush'd midnight. 

The ghost of hif % eternity. 

t Give me the nobler glass tha**K«cils jx> the eye 
'The things which near us lie, 

Till Science rapturously lyils,• 

InVhe'mimitest w|##r-dr«p, 

A torment of iemnnerSble taift; 

*^hese jf. the least do live#* 


Such spe<^Jp^ons, macrftcosi^cor. micro- 
cosmic, were ^^alty unfitted to a^gact Pat- 
serious thought. He >wed in g con- 
templa^Qn of'eternity and he row die ^hc^e 
of»#xistenle in relation tniir * Tbrr~ were no 


of»*xiftftile in relation‘te'd^^There were no 
softened outlines>M*hisJand 5 tapcl^^erceive 4 , 
as he jthought, but t^jp tilings, the radianc^T 
trutlJJ crystalline andeffinal. yd_ the putre- 
scence of yvilf^P^Rf^opeless errorT^^ 

The “ difficulties ” which assail the modern 

# • • 

man did nof^pproaah him* His % onlp trouble 
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\*as lest the flame of lo^e should burn low ( " 
upon his personal altar. ^ JiSSSiMy hs» all ^ 

things, he lived in an atifiospheEe of spiritu^L, 
glory, haughty, jiarrow, violent in the extrava¬ 
gance Of his humility. 

He was all prejudice, in one se?ise, and 
yet he ha^l, in another, no prejudices** He 
/embraced the unexpected in his scheme s>f 
Catholic syrhbolism, and in Me he was pro¬ 
foundly indifferent to criticism of his lines of 
thought. Strictly .orthodox as ft was his pride 
to be, those who list&ned tp his fcorrve..sation 
were often startled. t}y tumintms appreciation 
of things vfMch seemed to lie h r-uemo'ved 
from tlye sinyplicitj of faith. ^TTfejs was because 
his imagination \yas so'cafldid that each image 
afid object nr^de an entirely new imp^s?’^, 
ifJ>oij it, .unaffected by ^conventional itadfpon. 
His hatreds wf 1 igni-Tpa'lsiyc and instinctive , he 
eyicouragfeahem' because h'C'Moked upon them 
^ an expression of the f,»rce with which he re¬ 
pelled evil.. .disliked'anything it niuJt be 

becausi it was evil, and he mdS u ed his hatred x 
l^eing the very crown of his love of good. He hac 
no doubt about the path that he was destinec 
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t$ tra verse^Vicf r abdut his lovely and sufficient. 
jGulfltf along IcWfe stood up against the wprld, 
fyecure in hi? faith in God, and in poetry 
which is the handmaiden ofjGod. By a jus\ 
intuition, it was $s Ezekiel ^that Mr. Sargent 
• was impelled to* paint this’.the latest and 


lied 


tfierc^st of ^Tr English prophets. 

• It is probably nbt very unsafe t8 predict 
what *Patmore’« position will be in literary 
history. He ddes not stand 'quite in t4c^ 
qenteil stteam of the a^e'in which he lived. 


rai 

He g\nil no^bc b^fitaUly tjiought of ^s repre¬ 
sentative of the fnteyt'ct of his time, like 
Tennyf^^^lr as a spreading*jfmman force,^ 
like Brownda^.—ior as a »univcK^l Stimulant 
^(i irritanT? ,, iiiiu Matthevy >^rnold^YHis con- 
ns to # the national nVnd will* be far 
lesi ^ert^ral than tteirs,* maim/ Ifecaiy: of 
Jiif efurious limitatwDnsT*?)^^^^]^. ’ Those 


who do not iqai^brqatlly. may have a deep* but, 
they* cannot expeef to |tavc a wide, infijysflm;." 


They the 

civilization • c^^hc race. The individuality 
of the three,poets I have named was soluble, 
and.^as a nfttter df fact? particle?*of their 
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•substance flow already in' the Ve’ns of eveiy 
cultivated man? Patmore ^^f^narrowTaaS’ he 
was hard; there is that in his genius whicl^ 
/efuses to dissolve. 

* . \ . j 

"Vet there is no ^reason why his fame shou 1 ' 

be less durabWthan that 6f Tennyson ^and 

-£rngld, r although ^t must always u be smiller, 

‘and of a‘radiance less extended. Star differeth 
* 

from star in magnitude, but'a light is not 
ji&essarily extinguished because it is of the 
second. species. Patmore will be presfVVed 
by his intensity, gnd* hy°d'e sihcerit^->and 
economy with whichrhe‘employed * his|aft& 
t Like Gray, tike, Alfred de Vigi*y,Nfr' Leo¬ 
pardi (With*-whom* he t h^s sw£»^l, ^oiijta in 
common^ e knew'the confines^rfifs sLluk.Lt 

• k * •. t A 

he strdVe hot ■fb be copious, hat tO ijsi^raT- 
formjly eiquisite. fie did not 'qdrc reach 
his aim, W C F -ea'A^fullus has scarcely’dohf 
.phjat.*o The^peculiar beiuty'%5 his verse is 
every one’s taste /^if it werehc would 
have ^rhicK - we 

h«MS: ac^jjpitted that he lacks.*^ut he‘wrote, 
with extreme and conscientious? 1 care, and 
with impassioned Joy, a comparatively small 
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bpdy ofpdktiy, least successful portions* 
of, whack are yJrturiously his^ <own, whil% the 
*£iost successful!fill those who are attuned to 
them with an exquisite and durable pleasure* 
. % It is much to Jiis advantage that in a*lax 
Age, an<? while rtioving dangerously near to 
if he %ordcr^>f sentimentaffty, ^h^^p^sejjve^ 
^Ith the* utmost constancy his lofty ideal of 
poetry! His natural arrogance, his solitari¬ 
ness, helped him* to battle against what w%s 
~hifil!lfrum*and*easy-going m the age hglived 
in. Ae was'noy^^ap/sense a leader .of men. 

N Quality which^ fills others 
: to follow,/wider a banner, 
the ^ marc en^justasm of 
difficult «wen tabbe Pat- 
rade, so ru\1ess : wa^ he in 
m yn m ovement, ^o d»jtet> 

i*dlat*on, fookea at ««Wi 
Another npint of \i<lw, |was a surprising/:^ 
den^p of 

,40 belfcwe • tjiil^ilgrim .after pilgrirm apg*f 


,40 belHwe • tjif^pllgrim .after pilgrnm apg*f 
at the excesses of the age that is coming, 
> and wild to Correct Its errors, wMl s^the the 
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beating of his heart i>y ap. hou/ g of ,ipe(U ta- 
tiom over the t |pnely gr^ve* ^ere Coventry 
Patmore lies, wrapped for evgr *in the rougfc 
habit of the s^etm -Franciscan order. 
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